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The Argument. 

T be Sithiifi hot J a^Mafiir quity for fear 9 
H // Houft in TonAjftt and left one Servant there^ 
£ aft him corrupted^ and gave meant to knoiv, 

A Cheater i and his Punk ; fwho, now brought /<««;, 

L eaving their narrotv PraSice^ nvere become 

C owners at large ; and only ^wanting fome 

Houfe tofet up, nvifh him they here contrail^ 

E achfor a Share^ and ail begin to a£f, 

M uch Company they dranv, and much abu/e, 

I n cafting Figures^ telling Fortunes, News, 

S elling of Flies ^ flat Bawd*ry, with the Stone; 

T ;// iV; and they, and all in Fume are gone. 

PROLOGUE. 

Fortune, that fanjours Fools, thefe t^wo Jhort Hours 
We nuijb a^way, both for your fakes and ours. 
Judging SpeSators ; and dejire in place. 

To tb\ Author Juftice, to our felves but Grace. 
Our Scene is London, ^caufe «we nnould make known. 

No Countries Mirth is better than our own : 
No Clime breeds better Matter fir your Whore,. 

Banvd, Squire, Impoflor, many Perfons more, 
Whofe Manners, now caltd Humours, feed the Stage ; 

jind ivhich ha<ve ftill been SuhjeSt for the Rage 
Or Spleen ofComick Writers, 7bo' this Pen 

Did newer aim to grieve, but better Men ; 
Ho'we'er the Age he lives in doth endure 

The Vices that fie breeds, above their Cure. 
But when the whokfome Remedies are fweet. 

And in their working. Gain and Profit meet. 
Hi hopes to find no Spirit fi much dijeas^d. 

But V3illv}ith*fuch fair CorreSives be pleased: 
For here he doth not fear ivho can apply. 

(fthen be any that will fit fo nigh 
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PROLOGUE. 

Unto the Stream to look ivhat it doth run, 

^ey Jhallfnd things 9 th^'ldtbinh^ or <wifi, nveredonil 

^hey are fo natural Follies y hut /o Jhomjn^ 

As e^en tU Doers mt^ fe€^ ttud yet hot wwt. 



•The PERSONS of the PLAY^ 

Subtle, theAlchemift, 

Face, the Hou/ekeeper, 

Dol. Common, their CoUeetguim 

Dapper, a Clerk, 

Druggp, etTohacc§'ma9i, . 

Love wit, Mafier rftht Uo^e* 

Epicure Mammon, a Knight* 

Surley, a Gamefter* 

Tribulation, A Paftor of Amftcrdam. 

Ananias, a Deacon there. 

KailriU, the angry Scy* ^ 

Da. Pliant, his Sifter^ a mdo^. 

Neighbours, Oficers, Mutts* 

fTiJ;^ SCENE, LONDON. 
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The Principal Com£Dian$ were* 



RIC' BUHBADGE. 
J OH, LOW IN, 
HEN. CONDEL. 
ALEX, COOKE. 
ROB. ARMIN. 



7 OH. HEMMINGS. 
PTILL. OSTLER. 
JOHUNDERfVOOD. 
NIC, TOOLT. 
\WILL. EGLESfONE. 
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THE 

ALCHEMISl. 

ACT I. SCENE I. 

Fact, Subilt, Dfi. Cetuma. 

.Lliev'c, I will. Sai. Thy woill. I iint at 
thee. 
Dal Ha" you your WitJ ! Why Gende- 
men! for Love 

Fac. SirraJ), I'll itripyea.— £»j. What 
to doi lick Figs 

Out at my . '■ Fae. Rogue, RQgae, out of aU your 
fleighct. 
Do/. Nay, look yc, Sovereign, General, are you 
Madmen ? 

Sui. O, let the wild Sheep loore. I'll Gum your Silki 
With good Strong-water, an' you come. 

Dil. Wiil you have 
The Neighbours hear you i Will you bettityall F 
Heark, 1 hear IjoQi; b«d/. Fac. Siriafa — Sui. I fhatl 
mar 

A+ Alt 
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All that the Taylor has made, if you approach. 

Fac, You moft notorious Whehp^ you in(blent Slave# 
Dare you do this ? Suh, Yes &th» yes iaith. F^c, 

Why, who 
Am I, my Mungril? who am I ? Zub. PU tell iron. 
Since you know not your fclf — — Fac. Speak lower. 
Rogue. 
^ub. Yes, You were once (time's not long pafl) the 
good, 
Honeit, plain, Livery-three-poand-thrum, that kept 
Your Maflers Worftiips Houfe here in the Friirs, 

JF«r the Vacations Fac, Will you be fo loud ? 

^«^. Since, by means, tranflated Suburb-Captain. 
Fac, By your means, Doftot* Dog ? 
Sui. Within Man's memory, ^ 

All this I fpeak of. Fac, Why, I pray you, have I 
Been countenanced by yo'u, or you by me ? 
Do but cojieft, Sir, where I met you firfl. 

^2^^. I do not hear well. Fac. Not of this, I think it 
But I (hall put you in mind. Sir ; at Pie^orner, 
Taking your meal of Steam in, from Cook StaUst 
Where, like the Father of Hunger, you did walk 
Piteoufly coflive, with your pinchM hom-nofe. 
And your Complexion of the Roman Wa(h, 
Stuck full of black and melancholick Worms, 
Like Powder-corns fhot at th' Artillery-yard. 
Suh. I wilh you could advance your Voice a little. 
Fac. When you went pinned up in the feveral Rags 
Yo' had rak'd and pick'd from Dunghills, before Day ; 
Your Feet in mouldy Slippers, for your Kibes 
A Fek of Rug, and a thin thredden Cloke, 
That fcarce would cover your no-Buttocks 
Sub. So, Sir r 

Fac. When all your Alchemy ^ and your Algehra, 
Your Minerals, Vegetals, and Animals^ 
Your Conjuring, Cozening, and your dozen of Trades, 
Could not relieve your Corps with fo much Linnen 
Would make you Tinder, but to fee a Fire ; 
I j;a' yon Coum^nancei Credit for your Coals^ 

Your 
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Your StiUsi your Glaflb, your Materials ; 
Boilt you a Fornace, drew you Cuftomers, 
Advanced all your black Arts ; lent you, befide, 
A Houfc to pra6Ufe m-^Sub, Your Matter's Hoofe ? 

Fac, Where you have ftudied the more thriving Skill 
Of Bawd'ry fince. Sub. Yes, in your Mailer's Houfe. 
You and the Rats here kept PofTeflion. 
Make it not fbange. 1 know yo' were one could keep 
The Buttryhatch flill lock'd, and iave the Chippiogs> 
Sell the l>ole-Beer to jf^ua^it^-mtn. 
The which, together with your Chriftmafs Vails 
At Pofi and Paify your letting out of Counters, 
Made you a pretty Stock, fome twenty Marks, 
And gave you credit to converfe with Cobwebs, 
Here, fince your Miftris Death hath broke up Houfe. 

Fac, You might talk fofdier, Rafcal. Sub. No, yotf 
Scarabe, 
ni thunder you in Pieces : I will teach you 
How to beware to tempt a Fury again, 
That carries Tempeft in his Hand and Voice. 

Fac, .The Place has made you valiant. 

Sub, No, your Clothes. • • 

Thou Vermin, have I tane thee out of Dung, 
So poor, fo wretched, when no living Thing 
Would keep thee Company, but a Spider, or worfe f 
Rais'd thee from Brooms, and Duft, and Wat ring Pots ? 
Suhlifitd thee, and exalted thee, and Jix*d thee 
r the third Region^ call'd our State of Grace f 
Wrought thee to Spirit^ to ^inteffence, with pains 
Would twice have won me the Ptiiofopher* s Work ? 
Put thee in Words and Fafhion, made thee fit 
For more than ordinary Fellowihips? 
Giv'n thee thy Oaths, thy quarrelling Dimenfions ? 
Thy Rules to cheat at Horferace, Cock- pit, Cards, 
Dice, or whatever gallant Tindure elfe? 
Made thee a Second in mine own great Art ? 
And have 1 this for Thanks ? Do you rebel? 
Do you fly out i' the Profe^iou f 
Would you be' gone now I 

A 5 Del 
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DoL Gentlemen, what mean yoa ? 
Will you mar all ? ^ub. Slave^ thou had'il no 
Name— 

DbL Will you undo your felves with civil War ? 
. Suk' Never been known, paA Equi dihanum. 
The heat of Horfehung, under Grqund, io Cellars^ 
Or an Ale-houfe darker than deaf JM^ ; been loH 
To all Mankind, bat Lauiuirei&s and Tapfters^ 
Ha^ not I been. 

Dol. Do you know who hears you. Sovereign ? 

Fac. Sirrah 

Dol. Nay, General, I thought you were civil 

Fac^Iih&ll turn deiperate, if you grow ithus loud* 

Suh^ And hang thy ielf, I care not. 

Fae, Hang thee, CoUiar, 
And all thy Pots and Pans, inPidure, I will. 
Since thou haft mov'd me 

Dol. (O, this ril ©rethrow all.) 

Fac, Write thee up Bawd in PauTs, have bH thy 
Tricks. 
Of coz'ning with a hollow Coal, Daft, Scrapings, 
Searching for things loft with a Sieve and Shears, * 
Eredling Figures in your Rows of Houfes, 
And taking in of Shadows with a Glafe, 
Told in Red Letters; and a Face cut for thee, 
Worfe than Gamaiiel Rat/ey^. DoL Are you found ? 
Ha' you your Senfes, Matters ? Fac. I will have 
A Book, but barely reckoning thy Impoftures, 
Shall prove a true Pbilofophers Stone^ to Primers, 

Sub. Away, you Trencher Rafcal, 

Fac. Out, you Dog-leach, 
The Vomit of all Prilons— /)«/. Willyou.be 
Your own Deftrudions, Gentlemen ? Sciil (pew'd out 
For lyi^g too heavy o' the Basket. 

Sub. Cheater. F«r. Bawd. 

Sub, Cow-herd. Fac, Conjurer. Sub. Cut-purfc. 

Fac. Witch. ' Dol. O me | , 
We are ruin'd ! loil ! Ha' jou no moie regard 

To 
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To y^ur Reputations? Wbcre'« ypurludigiacnt ? 'Slight, 
Have yet fome Care of me, o' youx Republick — 

Fac, Awa/ this Brach. I'll bring the Rogue, wuhin 
The Statttte of Sorcety^ Tricifimo tertip 
Of Harry the Eighth : I, and (perhaps) thy Neck 
Within a Noofe, for laundri^g Gold, and barbing t, 

J)oL You'll bring your Head within a Cockftomb, 
will you ? \Sbe etches out Fa<;e'8 Swordy and 

breaks Subtle'/ Gla/s. 
And you, Sir, with your Menftrue, gather it up. 
""Sdeach, you abominable pair of Stinkards, 
Leave o£F your Barking, and grow one again. 
Or, by the Light that mines, I'll cut your Throats, 
ni not be made a Prey unto the Marihal, 
For ne'er a fnarling Dog-bolt o' you both. 
Ha' you together- cosaen'd all this while. 
And all the World? and fhall it now be faid, 
Yo'have made moft courteous fliift to cozen yqur.felves? 
You will a<jcufe him ? You will bring him in 
Within the Statute? Who fliall take your Word? 
A whorfon, upftart. Apocryphal Captain, 
Whom not a Puritan in Black-Friers will truft 
So much as for a Feather ! And you too 
Will give the Caufe, forfooth ? You will infult. 
And daim a Primacy in the Diviiions ? 
You mhft be Chief ? As if you only had 
The Powder to proje<a with, and the Work 
Were not begun out of Equality f 
The Venture Tr^artite ? All Things in common ? 
Without Priority ? 'Sdeath, you perpetual Curs, 
Fall to your Couples again, and cozen kindly. 
And heartily and lovingly as you ihould. 
And lofe not the Beginning of a Term^ 
Or, by this Hand, I IKall grow fadlious too. 
And take my pai:t, and qmt you. Fac, *Tis his fault. 
He evermurmurs, and obje^ls his Pains, 
And fays, the weight of all lies upon him* 

Sub. Why^ fo it does. J)q/, How does U i Do not 
we 

Suflain 
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Suftain our Parts? Sub, Yes, but they arc not equal. 

DoL Why> if your Part exceed to Day, I hope 
Ours may to morrow match it. • Sub, I, they may. 
• DoL May, murmuring MaflifF? I and do. Death on 
me ? 

Hdp me to throttle him. foi. Dorotbee, Mrs. Dto* 

tbeiy 
•Ods precious, I'll do any thing. What do you mean ? 

DoL Bccaufe o' your Fermintation and Citation f 

Sub. Not I, by Heaven— — 

Dol Your Sol and Luna-^help me. 

Sub, Would I were hang'd then. 1*11 conform myfelf. 

Dol, Will you, Sir; Dofo then, and quickly: fwcar. 

Sub, What ihall I fwear ? 

Del, To leave your Faftion, Sir, 
And labour kindly in the common Work. 

£ub. Let me not breathe, if I meant ought beftde. 
I only us'd thofe Speeches as a Spur 
To him. DoL I hope we need no Spurs, Sir. Do we ? 

Fac, 'Slid, prove to-day who fhaU ftiark beft* 

Sub. Agreed. * 

DoL Yes, and work clofc, and friendly. 

Sub. 'Slight, the Knot 
Shall grow the ftronger for this Breach, with me. 

DoL Why, fo, my good Baboons I Shall we go make 
A fort of fober, fcurvy, precife Neighbours, 
(That fcarce have fmird twice fin' the King came in) 
A FeaH of Laughter at our Follies ? Rafcals, 
Would run themfelves from breath, to fee me ride. 
Or you t'have but a Hole to thruft your Heads in. 
For which you fhould pay Ear-rent ? No, agree. 
And may Don Pfo^joft ride a feafting long. 
In his old Velvet Jerkin and flain'd Scarfs, 
(My noble Sovereign, and worthy General) 
Ere we contribute a new Crewel Garter 
To his moft worfled Worfhip. Sub, Royal DoU 
Spoken like Claridiana, and thy felf. 

Fac. For which, at Supp^, thou (halt fit in triumph. 
And not be ftyl'd Dol Common^ but Dol F roper ^ 

Dol 
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Do! Singular: The longeft Cut, at Night, 
Shall draw thee for his Do/ Particular. 

Suh. Who*s that? one Rings. To the Windo*, DoL 
Vrzy Hcav'n, 
The Mailer do not trouble ni this Qtiarter. 

Fac. O, fear not him. While there dies one a Week 
O^ the Plague, he's fafe, from thinking toward London^ 
Befide, he's bufie at his Hop-yards now : 
I had a Letter from him : If he do. 
He'll fend fuch wo^ for airing o' the Houfe, 
As you fhall have ftSicient time to quit it : 
Tho* we break up a Fortnight, 'tis no matter. 

Stdf. Who is it, DoU 

Vol, A fine young Quodling. Fac. O, 
My Lawyers Clerk, I lighted on laft Nighc 
In Ha&orn, at the Dagger. He would have 
(I told you of him) a Familiar, 
To rifle with at Horfes, and win Cups. 

Dol. O, let him in. 

Sui. Stay. Who fhall do't ? Fac. Get you 
Your Robes on : I will meet him, as going out.* 

Dol. And what fhall I do? Fac. Not be feen, away. 
Seem you very referv'd ? 
' Su^. Enough. Fac. God b' w' you. Sir. 
I pray you let him know that I was here. 
His Name is Daffer, I would gladly have ^id but— 

SCENE 11. 

Dapper, Face, Suhtle. 

Dap.' Captain, I am here. 

Fac. Who's that ? He's come, I think, Dodlor. 
Good faith, Sir, I was going away. Dap. In a truth, 
I am very forry. Captain. Fac. fiat I thought 
Sure I fhouid meet you. Dap. I, I am ytty glad. 
I had a fcurvy Writ or two to make. 
And I had lent my Watch M Night to one 
That dine3 to day at the Sheriffs, and fo was robb'd 
Oimy pafs-time. Is this the Cunning-man? 

Fac. 
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Fac. This is Us -^oiilhf). 4^* i« ht a. Daflor ?^ 

Ftff. Yes. 

J)9p, Aod iia' ^ou broke with bim^XII^ptaiii ? 

Jtfc. 1. Dap, And how ? 

Fac. Faith, h(e doea voiftke the Mat^r, Sir, fo dainty, 
I know not .wiiat to Say-^D^ip. Not fo, good Captain. 

Fac. Would I wer<e fairly rid on't, believe me. 

Dap, Nay, now ypu grieve me. Sir. Why ihould 
you wifh {q} 
1 dare afTure -yo^, Pli nc^ be ungrateful. 

Fac, I cannot tiuH^Jc you will. Sir. "^fiut the Law 
Is fuch a thi.ng^^— ^ And tiien iie foys, Ria4\ Matter 
Falling fo lately— D^/. Read? He was an Afs, 
And dealt. Sir, wkh a Fool. Fac. It was a Clerk, Sir, 

Dap. A Ckrk ? 

Fac. Nay, hear me, Sir, you know the Law 
Better, I think — Dap, I ftiouW, Sir, and the Danger. 
You know, I (hew'd the^r^z/v/^ to «]io.u ? i^^r. You did 

Dap And I wiH:tell then? By this Hand of Fleih, 
Would it .flight never iwrice good .Court- hand more, 
li i difcover. What do you think of me. 
That I am a Chiauft? 

Fac, What's that? 2>i2/. Th^ -Tari was, here— 
As one would fay. Do you think I am a l^urk f 

Fac. V\\ tell the Doaor fo. 

Dap. Do, good fweet Captain. 

Fac. Come, noble Doftor, pray thee let's prevail; 
This is the Gentleman, and he is no Chiaufe, 

Suh. Captain, I have return'd you all my Anfwer, 
I would do much, Sir, for your Love — But this 
I neither may nor can. Fac, Tut, do not lay fo. 
You deal .now with a j^oble Fellow, Dodlpr, 
One that wiU thank you richly, and h*is no Chiaufe s 
Let that. Sir, move you. 

5*»^.^ Pray you, forbear — F^r^. He has 
Four Angels here — Suh You do me wrong, good Sir* 

Fac. Do^or, wherein ? To tempt yoa with thefe 
Spirits? 



l!he Alchemist. i^ 

^vh. To tempt ray Art, and Love, Sir, to iny PariL 
"•Fore Heav'n, 1 fcarce can think you arc my Friend, 
That fo would draw file to ajpparent danger, 

Fac, I <lraw you ? A Horle draw yo.u^ ^^ a Halter/ 

You, and your Flics together Dap. Nay, good 

Capuui. 

Fac. That know no difFerence of Men. 

^ub. Good Words, Sir. 

Fac, G«od Doeds, Sir, J)o£tor Dogs-meat. 
''Slight, I briagyou 

No cheating CZ«' o the Ckughs^ or CiariheJst 
That look as big as Fivi-and-Jifiy, and Fl^/h, 
And fpit out Secrets like iiot Cufard— i>^. Cap^ 
tain. 

Fac, Nor ^any .melanckolick' Under fcribe 
Shall tell the Fi can h\iX a fpecial Genteel, 
That is the Heir to Forty Marks a Year, 
Conforts wit4i the fsnall Poets of the time. 
Is the ibk Hope of his old Grandmother, 
That knows the Law, and writes you fix fair Hands^ 
Is a fine Clerk, and has his Cyph'rin.g perfe^. 
Will take his Oath o' the Greek Xenophon^ • 
IF need be, in his Pocket; and can court 
His Miftris out of O'vid, Dap. Nay, dear Captain. 

Fac. Did you not tell mt iol Dap. Yes, but Pid 
ha* you 
Ufe Matter Doftor with fome more re(pe£l. 

Fac. ')^Sfw him, proud Stag, with his inroad Velvet 
Head. 
But for your iake, Pld choaki ere I would .change 
An Article of Breath with fuch a Puckfoiit ■ , 
Come, let's be gone. Sub. Pray you le* me fpeak with 

' you. 
Dap. His Worihip calls you. Captain, Fuc. I am 

lorry 
I e'er embark'd my felf in fuch a Bufmefs. 
Dap. f Nay, good Sir, he did call you. 
Fac. Will he take then ? ^ 
Sub, Firil, hear m«^ 

Fac, 
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Fac, Nora Syllable^ 'lefi you t»ke» 

Sub, Prayyc, Sir— - 

Fac. Upon.no Terms, but an AJfumffit. 
' Sub, Your Humour muft be Law. [He takes Money ^ 

Fac. Why now, Sir, talk. 
Now I dare hear you. with mine Honour. . Speak. 
So may this Gendeman too. 

Sub. Why, Sir— Fflr. No whifpering. 

Sub. Tore Heaven, you do not apprehend the Loft 
You do your felf in this. Fac. Wherein? For what ? 

Sub, Marry, to be fo imjportunate 'for one. 
That, when he has it, will undo you all? 
He*il win up all the Mony i* the Town. 

Fac. How! 

Sub. Yes, and blow up Gamefter after Gamefter, 
As they do Crackers in a Puppet- Play. 
If I do give him a Familiar, 
Give you him all you play for ; never fet him : 
For he will have it. Fac. You are miftaken, Dodor. 
Why, he. does ask one but for Cups and Horfes, 
A rifling Ffy ; none o' your great Familiars. 

Dap. Yes'Captain, I would have it for all Games. 

Sub. I lold you fo. Fac. 'Slight, that's a^uew Bu- 
finefs I 
I underHood you, a tame Bird, to fly 
Twice in a Term, or fo, on Friday Nights, 
When you had left the Office, for a Nag 
Of forty or fifty Shillings. Dap. I, tis true. Sir; 
But I do think now I Siall leave the Law, 
And therefore — Fac. Why, this changes quite the Cafe ! 
'Do' you think that I dare move him ? 

Dap. If you pleafe. Sir.; ■ 
All's one to him, 'I fee. Fac. What ! for that Mony ? 
I cannot with niy Confcicnce : Nor fhould you 
Make the Requeft, methinks. Dap. No, Sir, I mean 
To add Confideration. Fac. Why then, Sir, 
ril try. Say that it were for all Games, Dodlor ? 

Sub. I fay then^ not a Mouth fhall eat for him 
At any Ordinary, but o' tht Score^ 

That 
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That is a Gaining Mouth, conceive me. Fac. Indeed ! 

Su^, He'll draw you all theTreafure of the Realm, ' 
If it be fet him. Fac. Speak you this from Art ? 

Su&, I, Sir, and Reafon too, the Ground of Art 
He is o* the only bed Complexion, 
The Queen of Faify loves. What f is he ! 

5«^. Peace. 
He'll over-hear you. Sir, (hould ihe but fee him— 

Fac. What? Sui>. Do not you tell him. 

Fac, Will he win at Cards too ? 

Sub. The Spirits of dead Holland^ living Ifaac^ 
Yourd fwear^ were in him ; fuch a vigorous Luck 
As canno^be refilled. 'Slight, he'll pat 
Six o' your Gallants to a Cloak, indeed. 

Fac, A flrange Succe&, that fome Man ihall be bori^ 
tot 

Sub, He hears you, Man — 

Dap, Sir, I'll not be ingrateful. 

Fac, Faith J have Confidence in his good Nature : 
You hear, he fays he will not be ingrateful. - 

Sub, Why as you pleafe; my Venture follows yours. 

Fac. Troth, do it, Dodlorf think him trufiy, and 
make him. 
He may make us both happy in an Hour ; 
Win fome five thqufand Pound, and fend us two o' it. 

Daf, Believe it, and I will, Sir. Fac. And yxMt 
inall, Sir. 
You have heard all ? 

Dap, No, what was't ? Nothing, I, Sir. • 

Fac, Nothing ? [Face takes him afiJi. 

Dap. A little. Sir. Fac. Well, a rare Star 
Reign'd at your Birth. 

Dap, At mine. Sir ? No. Fac. The Doftor 
Swears that you are 

Sub. Nay, Captain, you'll tell all now. 

Fac. Allied to the Queen of Ftf/ry. 

Dap. Who ? that I am ? 
Believe it, no fuch matter*' 'Fac. Yes, and that 

Yo' were born with a Cawl o' your Head. 

Dap. 
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Dsif. Who ? 6y« fo ? /if, Come, 
You know ic well enough, thp' you cUiTf mble i(. 
2><z^. I-fac, I do n9( ; Vou jir« ipjiftak^a. Atr; 

How( 
Swear by your fac ? and in ^ thing ib known 
Unto the Dodor ? How (hall w«, Sir, truft you 
I' the other matter ? Can we ever thinly 
Whffi you have won £ve or f|x thouiand Poufi4« 
You'll fend ut Shares in't, i^ this rati?? D^f. By Jovi, 

Sir, 
I'll win een thouiand Pounji and T^d ym ^If. 
I-fac'fl no Oath. SuL No, ne, h^.did bu(j^ll. 

Fac, Go to.. Go thank the Pp^qr. He's yoor 

Friend, 
To take it To. Dap. J thaak bis Worfhip. Fac, So: 
Another Angel. Dap. Mull I ? Fac. Muft you ? 

'Slight. 
What elfe is Thanks ?. WiH you bc trivial ? Dodlor, 
When mail he come for his Fami&ar P 
Dap, Shall I not ha' it with m^ ? ^ub. 0« good 

Sir f 
Ther^ muft a Woiid of Ceretnonies pafs. 
You muft be bath'd and fumigated firft : 
Befides, the Queen oiFaify does not rife 
Till it be Noon. Fac. Not, if flic danc'd, to Night; 

Suk And Ihe; muft blefs it. Fac, Did you never fee 
Her Royal Grace yet? D/7/. Whom ? your Aunt of 

Fairy ? 
Sub. Nt>t fince (he kift him in the Cradle, Captains 
I can icfolvc you that. Fac. Well, fee her Grace, 
Whate'er it coft you, for a tWog that I know. 
It will be fomewhat hard to compafs ; but 
However, (Im her. You are m^de* believe it. 
If you can fee her. Her Grace is a lone Woman, 
And very rich ; mnd if ftie take a Phant'fie, 
She will do ftrange thin^^. See her at any Hand. 
*Slid, ftie may hap to leave you all (he has I 
It ia ihc X>oaor'« ftar. Dap. How wili*t be done 

Fac. 
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Fac. Let me alooe^ take voa no thougkt.' Do jrott 
fiut fay to me. Captain, 1*11 fee her Grace. 

Dap. rU fee her Grace. Fac. Enough. 
. SuB. Who'i there ? [Oa^ ifioekf mdthmiJ 

Anon, (Cottdu6l him forth by the back way^ 
Sir, again^one a Clock prepare your felf : 
Till when you muft be Siting ; only take . 
Three drops of Vinegar in at your Nofc, 
Two at your Mouth, and one at either £«r ; 
Then bath your Finger's ends, and wafh your Eyfii« 
To (har.pen your five Senfes, and cry Hum 
Thrice, and then Buz as often ; and then come. 

Fac. .Can you reniember this? Dap. I warrant yoo.* 

Fac. Well then, away. 'Tis but your beitowlng 
Some twenty Nobles 'mong her Graces Servants* 
And put on a clean Shirt : Vou do not know 
What grace her Grace may do in clean Linoei.' 

SCENE HI. 

Subtle, Druggtr, Fad. 

Suh. Come in : (Good Wives, I pray you forbear me 
now ; 
Troth I can do you no good till Afternoon.) 
What is your Name, fay you ? JbelDruggerP 
Dru. Yes, Sir. 

Sub. A Seller of Tobacco ? Dru. Yes, Sir. Sub. 
Xlmh. 
Free of the Grocers ? Dru. I, an't pleafe you. 

Sub. Well 

Your Bufinefs, Jbe/P Dru. This, an't pleafe your W«r« 

fliip; 
I am a young Beginner, and am building 
Of a new Shop, an't like your Worfhip, juft 
At corner of a Street : (Here's the Plot on'c) 
And I would know by Art, Sir, of your Worftiip, 
Which way I (hould make my Door, by Nicr^fiufftcf, 
And where my Shelves; aftd wJimh ihould be Ar 
Boxes^ 

And 
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And which for Pots. I would be glad to thnve* 

Sir. ^ 

And I was wifti'd toyoor Worlhip by a Gentleman, 
One Oiptain Face, that fays you know Mens Planets, 
And .their good Angels y and their bad. Sub. I do. 

If I do fee 'em Fac, What ! my honed Abel f ' 

Thou art well met here. Dru, Troth, Sir, I Was 

fpeaking, 
Juft as your WorOiip came here; of your Worlhip. 
i pray you fpeak for me to Maftcr Dodlor. 

Fac. He fliall do any thing. Doftor, do you hear I 
This is my Friend, Abel^ an honeft Fellow ; 
He .lets me have good Tobacco, and he does not 
Sophifticate it with Sack-lees or Oil, 
Nor waQies it in Mufcadei and Grains, 
Nor buries it in Gravel, under Ground, 
Wrapp'd up in greaiic Leather, or pifs*d Clouts : 
But keeps it in nne Lilly-pots, that open'd. 
Smell like Conferve of Rofes, or French Beans. 
He has his Maple Block, his filver Tongs, 
Winchefier Pipes, and Fire of Juniper, 
A neat, fpruce, honeft Fellow,* and no Goldfmith. 

Bub, H* is a fortunate Fellow, that I am furc on — 

Fac. Already, Sir, ha' you found it? Lo' thee, 
Abell 

Sub, And in right way to*ward Riches — 

Fac, Sir. Sub, This Summer 
He will be of the Cloathing of his Company, 
And next Spring call'd to th^ Scarlet ; fpend what he 
can. 

Fac. What, and fo little Beard? Sub. You muft 
think. 
He may have a Receit to make Hair come : 
But he'll be wife, preferve his Youth, and fine for't ; 
His Fortune looks for him another way. 

Fac. 'Slid, Doaor, how canft thou know this f« 
foon ? 
I ftm amus'd at that ! Sub. By a Rule, Captain, 
In Mitafofcofy, which I do work by ; 

A 
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A certain Star i* the Forehead, which 70a fee not. 
Your Cheibut, or your Otit^coloiir*d Face 
Do's never fail : and your long Eardoth promife. 
I knew't, by certain Spots too, in hi» Teeth, 
And 00 the Nail of his Mercurial Finger. 

Fac. Which Finger's that ? Snb. His little Finger* 
Look. 
Yo' were bom npon a Wednefday ? 
• Dru. Yes indeed. Sir, 

Sub. The Thumb, in Chiromantyj we give Venus ; 
The Fore-finger, to Jovey the midft, to Saturn h 
The Ring, to Soli the leaft, to Mercury: 
Who was the Lord, Sir, of his' Horo/cofe, 
His Hou/e of Li/e being Librae which fore-{hew*d 
He fhould be a Merdmnt, and fhould Trade with BaC* 
lance. 

Fac, Why, this is ftrange ? Ffl not* honeft Nab ? 

Sub, There is a Ship now, coming from Ormue-, 
"That ihall yield him uich a Comm^ity 
Of Drugs — This is the Weft, and this the South ? 

Dru, Yes, Sir. Sub. And tfaofe are your two £des I 

Dru. I, Sir, 

Sub. Make me your Door, then. South ; your Broad* 
fide, Weft: 
And, on the Baft iide of your Shop, aloft. 
Write Matblai, Tarmieh and Baraborat ; 
Upon the North^art, Rael^ Velet, Tbieh 
They are the Names of thofe Mercurial Spirits, 
That do fright Flies from Boxes. Dru. Yes, Sir^ 

Sub. And 
Beneath your Threihold, Bury me a Load-ftone 
To draw in Gallants, that wear Spurs : The reft. 
They'll feem to follow. Fac. That's a Secret, Kab I 

Sub. And, on your Stall, a Poppet, with a Vice, 
And a Cowtt-Jucus to call City-dames. 
You (hall deal much with Minerals. Dru. Sir, I have 
At home, already -.«^'^»^« I, I know, you have 
Jrjfhi^ey 

FUriol, 
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riirtoi, SJ-tartrty Argak. AiMf, 
Cinofer : I kaow all. Thk Follow» Ciipta*q^ 
Will aim% m time, co be a gwiu DiftUier». 
And give a Sax (I ^^^ ^^ % dife^y» 
But verjr fair) at die Phikfophtrs Stopg- 
Fmc. Whx« how aow, ^^// i» tiii« true? Dru^ 
Good Captain, 
What mull I give ? . Fac, Nay, 1*11 net couafel diee^. 
Thou hear*fl what Wealth (he ft^s, fpead what thou* 

- aaiH) 
TFart iifee to come tQo« Z)r«. I would gi*-him a 
Crown* 
F/zr. A Crown ! aad tawar4 fucii a Fortune ? Heart, 
Thou fliak rather gi* iiim diy Shop. No Gold about 
thee ? 
Dru. Yes, I have a Port ague,. I ha' jkept this half 
Year^ 
! F^« Qnn m thee, JWrf. 'Siig|ht» there wiU not fach. 

an Offer i 
*ShaIt \i^\ no longefc, f 11 gi* it iUm &r tbee ? 
De^r,. Naif jpnyA year Wdrfbip to 4cink ihis^ and 

Swears 
He wH] api^r more gratefvd, as your Skill 
£o*s raife him in the World. Dru, I would intreat 
Another Favour of his Worihip. Fac, What is>, 
Na6? 
Dru, But, to look over, Sir, my Jimmwci, 
And crofs out my ill-days, that I may neither 
Baigain, nor trail upon them* Fac. That lie flialj^ 

Leave it, it (hall be done, ^ainft Afternoon. 
Suh, And a diredioA fix bis Shelves. Fac. Now,. 
Nah? 
Art diott well pleasM, Nai P Bmt. Tbank, Sir, both, 
your WprftiipA 
Fac, Away., 
Why, DOW you fmoky perftcuter of Nature I 
Now do you fee, that fomething^s to be done,, 
^de your Beech- coal,and your cor*fivc Waters, 

Your 
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Your Cro(slets, Crikibki) Md CCKiHtrfMs f 

You tamft iiaTc tefF, l>i««{;Kt feoAi« to yii^, V6 «rof fc 

oaf 
And, yet, yxm Mnk^ I am ktm eKfe9M, 
In fearchif^ out thtftf Vtttis^ ikem follo^iog *«in. 
Then tryittg ^Btll CM* *Foi« God» in)r linelKgefice^ 
Coft me more MoMief » ^aa itiy (harft oft «oiti«» tdO» 
la thefe r«t Worki. 4uk YcMi'mfe pkaiMI, Sir. 
How now I 

SCENE IV- 

Face, Doi, Subtle. 

fac. What fays my dainQr JX^Udnf Dtol Yonder 
Fiih-wife 
Will not away. And there's your Giantefs, 
The Bawd ot Lafnkfk* $§4. Heart, I cannot fpeak 
with 'ero. 

Dot. Not afore Night, l^have told *em, k a Voices 
Thorough the Trunk, like one of your Fa^imrs. 
But I have fpied Sir Epicure Mammon^^uh. Wbere? 

DoL Cottfu^ along, at far end of the Laive» 
Slow of )hs Feet, but earneft of his Tongue, 
To one that*s with him. Sub* Fmce^ go yon, «nd 

fhift. 
DoL You mud prefently nuke ready, mk)'>— — - 

DoL Whv, what's the matter i Sui. O, 14iA loolt 
for him 
With the Suns riling : 'M^urel, he could deep !. 
This is the Day I am to p^fedl for him 
The MagiAerium* oar gnat Work^ the Stmie : 
And yield it, niade into his Hands: of whidi. 
He has, this Month, talked, as ke wtre poflifi^^ 
And now he^s dealing pieces oa^t away; 
Me-thinks I fee him entring Ordiaaties, 
DifpeniingforthePox, and Plaguy Hodb,. 
Reaching his Dofe, walking MMr^-JUlds for Lc})et», 
And offering Citizens-wives FoaraAdor-bracsleCB. 

A» 
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At his PrefervaliTc, made of the EJixir ; 
Searching the Spitde, to make old Bawds yooag? 
And the Hieh-ways, for Beggars, to make rich : 
I fee no end of his Laboors* He will make 
Nature aiham'd, of her lone fleep : when Art, 
Who^s but a Step-dame, (haul do more than Ihe, 
In her heft love to Mankind, ever could ? 
If his Dream laftj he'll turn the Age to GoU« 




A C T IL S C E N E I. 

Mammon, Surly, 

COME on. Sir. Now, you fet your Foot on 
Shore 
In novo Orbei Here's the rich Pifu : 
And there within. Sir, are the Golden Mines« '^ 

Great Solomon's Ofhir ! He was Sailing to't. 
Three Years, but we have reached it in ten Montlit. 
This is the Day, wherein, to all my Friends^ 
I will pronounce the happy Word, Be Rich. 
This Day you ffaall htfpeaatijpmi. 
You (hall no more deal with the hollow Dye, ^ ^ 

Or the frail Card. No more be at Charge of keeping < 
The Livery- punk, for the young Heir, that muft 
Sc^, at all Hours, in his Shirt. No more. 
If he deny, ha* him beaten to^t, as he rs 
That brings him the Commodity. No more 
Shall thirft of Satdn, or the Covetous hunger 
Of Velvet Entrails, for a rude-fpun Cloke, 
To be difplaid at Madam jiugufta\ make 
The Sons ofSnvord, and Hazzard &11 before i 

The Golden Calf, and on their Knees, whole Nights, j 
Commitldolatry with Wine> and Trumpets : 

Or 
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Or go a feaffing, after Dram and En%n. 
No more of this. Yoa fliall ftart up young Vimrois^ 
And hxvt your Punques, and Puaquetees, my ^rij. 
And onto thee, I fpeak it ixft, Bi 

Where \% my Subtle, there ? Withia 

hough I — — Within f Sir. 
He*ll come to yoa, by and by. 
Mam. That*8 his Fire-dtmke, 
His Lungs, his Zephyrus, he that pofis his CoaIf» 
T^ill he firk Nature up, in her own Center. 
You are not faithful. Sir. This Night, Til change 
AH; that is Metal, in thy Hoafe, to Gold* 
And, early in the Morning, will I fend 
To all the Plumbers, and the Pewterers, 
And Buy their Tin, and Lead up : and to Lotbhury^ 
For all the Copper. Sur. What, and turn that too? 
Mam, Yes, and Pll parchafe Devon/hire^ and Corn"^ 
*waUf 
And make them perfed Indies ! Yoa admire now ? 
Snr, No faith. Mam, But when you fee the cfiefU 
of the great Medicine ! 
Of which one part projected on a hundred 
Of Mercury, or Venus, or the Moon^ 
Shall turn it to as many of the Suni 
Nay, to a thoufand, fo ad infinitum : 
You will believe me. Sur, Yes, when I fee*e, I will» 
But, if my Eyes do cozen me fo (and I 
Giving -'em nooccafion) fure 1*11. have- - 
A Whore, ihall pifs 'em oat, next Day. Man^ Ha ! 

Why ? 
Do you think, I FaUe with yoa ? I aflare y^^ 
He that has once the FUnver of the Sun^ 
The perled Rtdy, . which we cdl Eiixir^ 
Not only can do that, but by it's Vertue, 
Can confer Hdnour, Love, Refpedt, long Life* 
Give Safety, Valour, yea, and Viaory , 
To whom he will* In eight and twenty Days^ 

S 111 
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I'll make an old Man, of Fourfcore, a Child. 
&ur. No doubt, he's that already. Mam, Nay, I 



Reftore his Years, renew him, like an Eagle, 

To the fifth Age ; make him get Sons and Daaghters, 

Young Giants ; as our Pbilofopbers have done 

fThe antient Pairiachs zfott the Flood) 

But taking, once a Week, on a Knive*s Point, 

The quantity of a Grain of Muilard of it : 

Become fout Marfesy and beget young Cupids. 

Sur. The decayed Fefials of Pickt-hatcb would thank 
you. 
That keep the Fire a -live, there. Mam. 'Tis th* 

fecret 
Of Nature, naturizM ^gainil all Jnfedions, 
Cures dl 'Diieafes, coming of all Caufes ; 
A Month's Grief in a Day ; a Years in twelve : 
Aod, of what Age foever, in a Month. 
Pail ail the Dofesof your drugging Dodlors. 
Pll undertake, withal, to'frightthe Plague 
Oat o' the Kingdom, in three Months. Sur. And 1*11 
Be- bound, the Players fhall Sing your Praifes, then, 
Without their Poets. Mam, Sir, I'll do't. Mean time, 
Y\\ give away fo much unto my Man, 
Shall fervc th* whole City, with Prefervative, i 

Weekly ; each Houfe his Dofe, and at the rate 

Sur. As he that built the Water-work, do's with 

Water? 
Mam. You are incredulous. Sur. Faith I have a Hu- 
mour, 
I would not willingly be gull'd. Your Stone 
Cannot traafmute me. Mam. Pertinax Surfy, 
Will you believe Antiquity ? Records ? 
1*11 (hew you a Bopk, where Mc/es, and his Sifter, 
And Solomon have written of the Art ; 
1, and a Treatife pannM by Adam. Sur. How ! 
Mam. O' the PbihfipbirU Stone^ and in high Dutch. 

Sur. 



7be .Ax c H K Kj I s g^. 27 

Sur. Did J4am write. Sir, in. high Dntcl^? Mam. 
He did : 
Which proves it was the Primitive Tongue. Sur. 
. What Paper ? . 

Mam. On Cedar Board. Sur. O that, indeed (tb^ 
fay) ^ 

WiU laft 'gainil Worms, Mam. 'Tis like your Iri/S^ 

Wood, 
*Gainfi Cob-webs. I hav^ a piece of ^aJtitC% FleecjS* 

too. 
Which was no other than a Book of Alchemy. 
Writ in large Sheep- skin, a good fat Raai-vellam. 
Such was Pythagmraifi Thigh, Fandora\ Tub ; 
And, all chat Fable of Medea^s Charms, 
The manner of our Work : The Bulls, oar Furnace, 
Still breathing Fire : our Argent'*vi<v€y the Dragon : 
The Dragons Teeth, Mercury Sublimate, 
That keeps the whitenefs, hardneis, and the biting; 
And they are gatherM into Jafat^% Helm, 
( Th' Alembick) and then fowM in Mirs his Field, . 
JVod thence fublimM fo often, till th^ are fixM. 
Both this, th' HtJ^erian Garden, CtUmus Story, 
J6<vi% Shower, the Boon of Midas f Argus Eyes, 
Soccace his Demegorgon, thoufands more,- 
All abflrad Riddles of our Stone» How now ? 

SCENE IL 

Mammon, Face, Surly. 

Mam. Do we fucceed ? Is our Day come ? and 
hold's it i 

Fac. The Evening will fet red upon you, Sir ; 
You have colour for it, Crimfon : the red Farment 
Has done his Office. Three Hours hence^ prepare you 
To fee Projection. Mam. Pertinax, my Surly, 
Again, I fay to thee, aloud, Be Rich, 
Thii Day, thou fhalt hav^ Ingo'ts : and, to Morrow, 
Give Lords th* affront. Is it, my Zephyrus, right ? 

B z Bluihes 
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Blufhes the B^lts-beMd. Fac. Like a Wench with Child* 

That were, but now, difcwer'd to her Mafter. 

Mam. Excellent witty, Lungs ! My only Care is. 
Where to get Stuff enough, to Proje^ on. 
This Town will not half ferve me. Fac. No, Sir ? Bay 
The covering off o* Churches. Mam. That's true. 

Fac. Yes, 
Let 'em ftand bare, as do their Auditory. 
Or cap 'em, new, with Shingles. Mam. No good Thatch ; 
Thatch will lye light upo' the Rafters, Lut^s. 
LungSf i will manumit thee, from the Furnace; 
I will reftore thee thy Complexion, PuJ>, 
Loft in the Embers s and repair this Brain, 
Hurt wi' the Fume o' the Metals. Fac. I have blown. Sir, 
Hard for your Worihip; thrown by many a Cojkl, 
When 'twas not Beech ; weighed thofe I put in, juft. 
To keepyour heat ftill even; Thefe Bleard-Eyes 
Have wsulM, to read your feveral Colours, Sir : 
Of the pa/i Ciinm, tittgran Lyofi, the Crow, 
The Peacock*! 7aih the fiumiJ Swam. Mam. Andlaft{f» 
Thou haft defcryed the FAwer, the SangMU Jgni ! 
Fac. Yes, Sir. Mam, Where's Mafter ? Fac. At*a 

Prayers, Sir, he. 
Good Man, he's doing his Devotions, 
For the Succefi. Mam. Lungs, I will fet a Period 
To all thy Labours : Thou malt be the Mafter 
Of my Seraglio. Fac. Good, Sir. Mam. But do yon 

hear ? 
I'll geld you. Lungs » Fac. Yes, Sir. - Mam. For I 

do mean 
To have a Lift of Wives -and Concidiioes» 
Equal with Solomon^ who had the Stone 
Alike with me : and I will make me a Back 
With tho Elixir, that fliall be as tough 
As Hercules, to encounter Fifty a Night. 
Th'art fure thouiaw*ft ii^lood^ Fac. Both BM aad 

S^irit^ Sir. 
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Mam, I will have all my Beds, blov^n op ; not ftufu. 
Down is too hard. And then, mine Oval Room 
Filled with fuch Piaares as Tiberius took 
From Eiepbantisj and dull Aretint 
But coldly imitated. Then, my Glares 
Cut in more fubtil Angles, to difperfe. 
And muhiply (he Figures, as I walk 
Naked between my Succuba. My Mids 
I'll have of Perfume, vapored ^bout the Room, 
To lofe our (elves in ; and my Baths, like Pitt 
To fall into : from whence we will come forth » 
And rowl us dry in Goflkmottr and RoTcs. 

(Is it arriv'd at Ruly r) Where I fpy 

A wealthy Citizen, or rich Lawyer, 
Have a fiiblim*d pure Wife, unto that Fellow 
m (end a thoaCind Pound, to be my Cuckold. 
Fac, And I fhall carry it l Mam. No, 1*11 ha' tm 
BawdSy 
Bat Fathers and Mothers. They will do it beft^ 
Beft of all others. And my Flatterers 
Shall be the pure, and graved of Divines, 
That I can get for Money. My meet Fools,. 
Eloquent Burgeiles, and then my Poets 
The fame that writ fo fubtily of the Fart ; 
Whom I will entertain ftill for that Snbjedl. 
The few that would give out themfelves, to be 
Court and Town-fUllions, and, each where, belye 
Ladies, who are known moil Innocent, for them % 
Thofe will I beg, to make me Eunuchs of: 
And they (hall fan me with Ten Eibich Tails 
A piece, made in a Plume, to gather Wind: 
We will be brave, Puffe» now we ha* the Medicimi 
My Meat (hall all come in Indian Shells, 
Diihes of Agat fet in Gold, and ftudded 
With EmeraUs, Saphirs, Hyadnchs, and Rubies. 
The Tongues of Carps, Dormife, and Camels Heels^ 
Boil*d i* the Spirkof £0/, and diiTolv'd Pearl, 
C^ius Diet, *gainft the EpiUpJU) 

B 2 And 



30 I'he Alchemist. 

And I will cat thefe Broaths with Spoons of Aniber, 
Headed with Diamant, and Carbancle. 
My Foot-boy fhall cat Pheafants, calverM Salmons, 
Knots, Godwits, Lampreys : I my felf will have 
The Beards of Barbels ferv'd, in liead of Ballads ; ' 
Oird Muihromes ; and the fwelling undluqus Paps 
Of a fac pregnant Sow, newly cut off, 
Dred with an exquifite, and poynant Sauce ; 
For which, I'll fay unto my Cook, There's Gold, 
Go forth, and be a Knight. Fac, Sir, I'll go look 
A little, how it heightens. Mam, Do. My Shirts 
J 11 have of TafTatafarfnet, fofc and light 
As Cob- webs ; and for all my other Rayment« 
ft (hall be fuch as might provoke the Per/tan^ 
Were he to teach the World Riot anew. 
My Gloves of Fifhes, and Birds-skin, perfum'd 
With Gums o( Paradife, and Eailern Ai r 

Sur. And do' you think to have the Stone^ witlk 
this ? 

Mam, No, 1 do think t' have all this, with the Stom^ 

Suf\ Why, 1 have heard, he muft be homo frugi, 
A Pious, Holy, and Religious Man, 
One free from mortal Sin, a very Virgin. 

Mam. That makes it. Sir, he is fo. But I Buy xU 
My Venture brings it me. He, honcll Wretch, 
A notable, fuperflitious, good Soul, 
Has worn his Knees bare, and his Slippers bald. 
With Prayer and Fafling for it : and. Sir, let him 
Do it alone, for me, dill. Here he comes.' 
Not a prophane Word, afore him : 'Tis Poyfon. . 

SCENE III. 

Mammon, Subtle, Surly, Face. 

; iULr^. Good Morrow, Father. Sub. Gentle Son» good 
Morrow, 

And to your Friend there. What iilie^ u with you ? > 

Mam* 



The Alchemist. 31* 

Mam, An Heretick, that I did bring along. 
In hope, Sir, to convert him. Su&. Son, I doubt 
Yo'are covctoas, that thus you meet your time 
I' the juft Point : prevent your Day, at Morning. 
This argues fomething, worthy of a Fear 
or importune, and carnal Appetite : 
Take heed, do you not caufe the Bleding to leave yoa 
With your ungovernki hafte. I fhould be forry 
To fee my Labours, now e'en at perfection. 
Got by long waiching, and large patience. 
Not profper, where my Love and Zeal hath plac'd *em. 
Which ( Heaven I call to witncfs, with your felf. 
To whom I have pour'd my Thoughts} in all my 

Ends, 
Have look'd no way, bqt unto publick Good, 
To pious Ufes, and dear Charity, 
Now grown a Prodigy with Men. Wherein 
If you, my Son, (honld now prevaricate. 
And, to your own particular Lufts, employ 
So Great and Catholick a Blifs, be fare, 
A Curfe will follow, yea, and overtake 
Your fubtleand mo$ (ecret way. Mam, I know. Sir, 
Yoa (hall not need to fear me. I but come. 
To ha' you confute this Gentleman. Sur. Who i^. 
Indeed, Sir, fomewhar cauftive of belief 
Toward your Sfom j would not be guU'd. Sui. WelL 

Son, 
All that I can convince him in, is this. 
The work is done : Bright Sol is in his Roie. 
We have a Med* cine of the triple. Soul ^ 
The glorified Spirit. Thanks be to Heaven, 
And make us worthy of it. Ulen Spiegel. 

Fac. Anon, Sir. Sub, Look well to the Regifter, 
And let your heat ftill leflen by degrees. 
To the Aludels. Fac. Yes, Sir. Sub. Did yoa look 
O' the Bolts-bead yet ? Fac. Which ? on D. Sir I 
Sub. I. 

B 4 Wfaaf 8 
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What's the Complexion ? Fa<. Whitifii. Sui, Infnre 

Vinegar, 
To draw his v§JdtiIe /uifiancey and his ItnSure : 
And let.the Water in Glafs E. hefiltrtd. 
And pat into the Gripes Egg. Lute him well ;. 
And leave, him closed in Bakeo. Fac, I will. Sir* 

Sur, What a brave Language htrt is ? next to 
Canting ? 

Sui. r have another work, you never faw. Son, 
That three Days fince |)a(t the Philofipbir's Whetk 
In the lent heat of jithanor \ and*8 become 
Sulphur e' Nature. Mam. But 'tis ibr me ? Sui. What 

need you ? 
Tou have enough, in that is perfe^i. Mam. O, 
but 

Sui. Why, this is covetife f Mam. No, I afliire 
you, 
I (hall employ it all in pious nfts, 
Founding of Colleges, and Grammar Schools, 
Macrying young Virgins, building Hofpitals, 
And now, and then, a Church. Sui, How now ? 

Fac. Sir, pleafe you. 
Shall I not change tht/ebn T Sui, Marry, yes. 
And brine me the Complexion of Qlaft B. 

Mam, Ha' you another ? Sui. Yes, Son, were I 
affiir'd 
Your piety were firm, we would not want 
The means to glorifie it. But I.hope the beft : 
J mean to tinft C. in Sand-heaM^ to Morrow, 
And give him Imiihitiou. Mam. Of white Oil ? 

Sui. No, Sir, of red. F. is come over the Heht 
too, 
I thank my Maker, in S. Maries Bath, 
And ihews Lac Firginis. Blefled be Heaven* 
I fent you of his J/eces there calcined. 
Out of that CalXf V ha' won the SaU rfMerturj^ 

Mam. By powring on your reSifad nuaiir f 

S$$i. Yes, and reveriiraHs^ in Jtianor. 

How 
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Hbw now? What colour hjt it? Fac. The ground 
blick, Sir. 
Mam* TKat*9 your Crowes bead f 
Sur, Your Cocks-combos, is*t not ? 
Suh, No, 'tis not pcrfcft, would it were the Cronv. 
That work wants fomething. Sur. (O, lookM for this. 
The Hay is a pitching.) Sub, Are you fure, yo« 

loosed *em 
I*their own meuftme f Fac. Yes, Sir, and then married 

*em 
And put them in a Bobs-bead, nipped to digefihn,. 
According as yon bade me, when I fet 
The Liquor ot Mars to Circulation 9 
In the iame heat. Sub, The Prooefs, then; was r^ht;- 

Fac. Yes, by the token^ Sir, the Retort brake» 
And what was (av'd, was put into the PelUcane^ 
And SignM with Hirmes' Seal. Sub. 1 think 'twas b; 
We fhould have a* new- Ama^amm, (Smr. O) this 

Ferret 
Is rank as any'Pole<at ) Suh* But I care not. 
Let him e>n dye s we have enough befide. 
In Embrion. H. ha*s his njobitezfikirt on? *tat, Yes» 

Sir,. 
He's ripe for imeratioit: H^ ibuids warm^ 
In his J/b-Fire-, I would not, yon fhould let 
Any die now, if I might counfe), Sir, 
For lucks fake to the reft, it is not good. 
Mmu, He fays right. Sur, I, are you bolted ? 
Fac. Nay, I know*t. Sir,- 

I have leen th' iH Fortune; What is fome three 
Ounces 
Of freih materials? Mam. Ii\ no more? Fac, No 

more. Sin 
Of Gold, t' Amalgamcy with fome fix of Mircury. 
Mam, ' Away, here^s Mony. What wdl ferve ^ 
Mac, Ask him. Sir. 

Mam. How much? Sub. Give him Nine Poand : you 
nay gi' him Ten. 

B 5, Sur, 
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Sur. Yes. Twenty, and be CozcnM, do. MofiT. 
There 'tis. 

Sub. This needs not. But that you will have it b^ 
To fee condaiions of all. For two 
Of our inferiour Works, zxe^fxation. 
A third is in afcenfim. Go your ways. 
Ha' you fet the Oil of Lima in Kemia ? 

JBac. Yes, Sir. S^. And the Philo/^fier^s Vinegar; 

Fac, J. 

<S»r. We ihall have a Sallad. ik&«r. Whea do yo« 
make Prejeaion /^ ' 

Sub. Son, be not hafty, I exalt our Me^cint^ ^ 
By hanging him in Balneo *vaporofiy 
And giving him folution; then congeaihiak $ 
For look how oft I iterate the Work, 
So many times 1 add unto his Vertue. 
Aki if at firil one Ounce convert a hundred, . 
After his fecond loofe, he'll turn a tho«ifand« 
His third folution, ten ; his fourth a hundred* ' 
After his fifth, a thoufand thoufand Ooncee 
Of any imperfed Metal, into pure 
Silver or Gold, in all Examinations, 
As good as any of the natural Mine. 
Get you your Stuff here againft Afto-nooa, 
Your Brafs, your Pewter, SdA your Andirons* 

Mam, Not thofe of Iron } 

Sub. Yes, you may bring them too. 
We^ll change all Metals. Sur. I believe you in that» 

Mam. Then I may fend my Spite? 

Sub. Yes, and your Racks. 

Sur. And Dripping-pans, and Pothangprs, and 
Hooks ? 

Shall he not? Suh. If he pleafe. ^ Sur. Tobean Afs. 

Sub. How, Sir! 

Mam. This Gent'man you mufi bear withal : 
I told you, he had no Faith. Sur. AsA a little Hopt^ 

Sir ; 
But much lefs Charity, (bould I gull my felf. 

Subk 
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Sttl. Why, what have yoa obferv'd, Sir, in our Art; 
Seems fo impolfible I Sur. Bat your whole Work, Ho 

more. 
That you fhould hatch Gold in a Furnace, Sir, 
As they do Eggs in E^pt ! Sub, Sir, do you 
Beb'eve that Eggs are hatch'd fo ? Sur. If I (hoald i 

Sub. Why, 1 think that the greater Miracle. 
No Egg but differs from a Chicken more 
Than Metals in themfelves. Sur, That cannot be* 
The £gg*8ordainM by Nature to that end. 
And is a Chicken in Potentia, 

Sub, The fame we fay of Lead, and other Metals, 
Which would be Gold,if they had time. Mam, And^that 
Our Art doth further. Sub, I, for *twere aUurd 
To think that Nature in the Earth bred Gold 
Perfed i* the inftant. Something went bef<»e. 
There muft be remote Matter. Sur, I, whatas that I 

Sub, Marry, we &y Mam, I, now it heats : 

iland Father, > 

Pound him to Duft Sub, It is, of the one parC^ 

A humid Exhalation, which we caU 

Materia liquida^ or the un3uous Water ; 

On the other part, a certain crafs and vilcoua 

Portion of Earth $ both which concorporate^ 

Do make the Elementary Matter of (^ld& 

Which is not y ti propria materia^ 

But commune to ail Metals, and all Stones*. 

For, where it is Ibrfaken of that moifture, ^ 

And hath more drinefs, it becomes a Stone $ • / 

Where it retains more of the hitmid fatnefs* 

It turns to Sulphur^ or to Siuickfil'ver^ 

Who are the Parents of all other Metals» 

Nor can this remote Matter fuddenly 

Progrefs fo from extreme unto extreme. 

As to grow Gold, and leap o'er all the Mean^^ 

Nature doth firft beget thMmperfedl, tlien 

Proceeds fhe to the Perfeft. Of that airy 

And oiiy Waterji Mircurj is engendred;. 

$U^l 
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Su/fimr o' tlie fat and earthly part ; the one 

< Wiiich is the laft) fapplying the place of Male, 

The other of Female, m all MetaJs. 

Some do believe that Hirmafbrpdeity^ 

That both do aft and fufier. Bot thefe two 

Make die reft doftile, maUeable, exteniive. 

And even in Gold thej are 5 for we do find 

Seeds of them, by our Fire, and Gold in them 1 

And can produce the Jpiciis of each Meul 

More perfect thence, than Nature doth in Earth. 

Beiide, who doth not iee, in daily praftice. 

Art can beget Beet, Hornets, Beetles, Wafpf, 

Out of the Carca^ and Dung of Creatures 1 

Yea, Scorpions of an Herb, being rightly plac'd? 

And thefe are living Creatures, far morepened 

And excellent than Metab. Mam, Well (aid, Fathir ! 

Nay, if he take you in Hand, Sir, with an Mrgument^ 

HeUi bray you in a Morur. Sur. Fray you, Sir, fiay. 

Rather then TU be brayM, Sir, I'll believe 

That Mchim is a pretty kind of Game, 

Somewhat like Tricks o*the Cards, to cheat a Man 

With charming. Siri. Sir ? 

^»r. What elfe are all your Terms, 
Whereon no one o'your Writers 'greet with other ? 
Of your Elixir^ your Lac 'virginist 
Your %t9nty your Med^cini, and your CbryftJ^rme^ 
Your 5«/, your Sulfbur^ and your Mireury^ 
Your Oil of Height, your Tree of Life, your BboeU 
Your Marcbefiu^ your ^«//>, your Mag^e/Uh 
Your %adet your Cr9w, your Dragon, and your Pamthar, 
Your Sun, your JkCmi, your Firmament , your Adrof, 
Your Late, Ascotb, Zernicb* Chibrit, Heautarit* 
And then your Red- Man, and your fFbite^fFoman, 
With all your Brotbj, your Menflrun, and Materiak^ 
Of Pifs and Egg-Jbelt, fFomens Terms, Matts Bkod, 
Hair oUb' Head^ burnt Clouts, Cbali, Merds, and C%, 
Powder of Bones, Scalings of Iron, Clafs^ 
And Worlds of other ^ftrange JnmdiistiSt. 

Would 
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Would burft iMMtonunctSui. And a//tA,& JLj 
Intwdingbut one thing, which Art our WriS' * '» 
Wd to 5riajre tbdr Art. Mmm. Sir. fo I STium 
Beaafe Aefimpleldcot ihoold not learn itT * 

Of the JEijfttMt wnt in myftick ^mh,hg '^^'^MgP 

Spetk not the Striptura oft in ParMtt* 

Are not the cltoioett ¥»bUi of the i»,rti, 

T^ were the ftw*4r« and firit %•,*« ofwifj^ 

Wrapt uperplett ^%*r/« ? Jlii^. \ S'^ 

T« roU the ceaflefi Stone, only becaufe 
UewtMUbxrt ours mmmm. Who is thb? r/)«//;, /s^ 
God'j predow—Whatdoyoumean? Qov^ fjf"^' 
L«™ i««at you Whei'.thi. Varl«/'5?«f 4^^* 

Sl^hS.I^T'''^^"^-'^-^ 

«»i. Nothing, Sir: Nothing. 

JIfaw. What't the matter, good Sir > 
I tare not ieen you thus dittemper'd ? ' Who ;.•. » 
^ ««*. AU Art. haveflin had.lir LwJ*'^ . 
Batour.the«^.i^<,„. Vf£'rZlif^/:f"' 

F-...T^^_notn.yF«^t. Sir, C«>iIr;aS. 

S^. Would flie. Sir? Follow me: 

iM«»r. Stay, L*^,. Fat. I dai» not, Siil 

Mam. Hew I Pray thee flay. ^ "" 

ff • She'a mad. Sir, and. lent hither . 

Mam. S^y Man. wh« i, (he f Fac. A^u^, sifte,, 

fcSc%':."S;e,f ''^-^/^ 

A&«. 'fore God. . Bradamante. a bJe PiSf *'* 
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Mam, O, by this Light, no. Do not wrong him. Hc*a 
Too fcrupulous that way. It is his Vice. 
No, he's a rare Phyfician, do him right. 
An excellent Parace^an^ and has done 
Strange Cures with Mineral Phyfick, He dcak aS 
With Spirits, he. He will not hear » Word 
Of Gaien, or histedioiis Recife*8. 
How now, Luffgs f [ Face ^tgahti 

Fac. Softly, Sir, fpeak fofUy. I meant 
To ha* told your Worihip all. This moft not hear. 
Mam. No» he will not be gulPd : let him alone. 
Fac. Y'are very right. Sir, (he is a moft rare Scholar^ 
And is gone mad with ftudying Braughtor^% Worku 
If you but name a Word couching the HebreWf 
She falls into her Pit, and will difcourfe r > 

So learnedly of Genoah^esy 
As you would run mad too, to hear her. Sir. 
Mam. How might one do t* have Conference witih 

her, LungiT 
Fac, O, divers have ruii mad upon the conference, 
I do not know. Sir : I am fent in hafte. 
To fetch a Viol. 5»r. Be not gull'd, Sir Mammon. 
Mam. Wherein ? Pray ye, be patient. 
«J»r. Yes, as you are. 
And trttft confederate Knaves, and Bawds, and Whores.. 
Mam. You are too foul, believe it. Come here, UUn^ 
One word. Fac, I dare not, in good faith* 
Mam. Stay, Knave. 

Fac. H* is extream angry that you faw her, Sir. 
Mam. Drink that. What is fhe when (he*s oat o£ 

her Fit .? 
Fac, O, the moft afFableft creature. Sir! fo merry! 
So pleafant ! fhc*ll mount you up, like ^mck-Jil<ver^ 
Over the Helm ; and circulate^ like 0/7, 
A very Vegeialy Difcourfe of Statt^ 
Of MathemaHcksy Ba^xdry^ any thing 
Mam. Is fhe no ways acceflible ? no means. 
No trick to give a Mana taltc of heti*— wit— — 

Or 
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Or fo ? — Ulen. Ar. Til come to 70U agais^ Sir. 

Mam, Surfy, i did not think, one o* your breeding 
Would traduce Perfonages of worth. Sur. Sir Bficurt^ 
Your friend to ufe : yet, ftill, loth to be gulPd. 
I do not like your PhiUfifhical Bawds. 
Their Stoue is Letchery enough to pay for. 
Without this Bait. Mam. * Heart, yon abufe your felf.^^ 
I know the Lady, and her Friends, and Mean«» 
The Original of this DiiaOer. Her Brother 
Has told me all. Sur, And yet you ne'er iaw her 
Till now? Mam. O, ye%t but I forgot. I have (be* 

lieyejt) 
One o' the treachercofejl memories, I do think. 
Of all Mankind. S^r. What call yon her Brother ? 

Mam, My Lord * ■•■ 
He wi* not have his Name known, now I think Q]i*e. 

Sur. Avery treaeh^ous Memory ! Mam. Omy ftitli^' 

Sur. Tut. U you ha' it not about you, paf? it. 
Till we meet next. Mam. Nay, by thishand> 'tistm^* 
He^s one I honour, and my Noble FrioMl, 
And J refpe£t his Houfe. Sur, Heart, can it be^ 
That a grave Sir, a rich, that has no need, 
A wife Sir« too> at otho* times, iheiild thus 
With his own Oaths, and Arguments, make hard meaw 
To gull himfelf ? And th;s fa^ your Elixir, 
Your la^s mineralfs, and y^ui lumm!y% \ 

Give me your honefi trick, yet,, at Friutert, 
Or G/eei ; and take your /uium fapkntis^ 
Your mmjtruumfimplex : I'll hove QM. before joa^ 
And with lefs Danger of the ^iei^iver. 
Or the hot Suipkur. 

Fac. Here's one from Captain Face, Sir.' [ToSuricgrJ 
Deiires you to meet him i' the Temple- Churchy 
Some half ho»r heyice, and upon earned Bitfineft. 
Sir, if you pleafe to qiik iMy fiow» and cone 

{He nx^/pers MamoKML. 
Again within two Hours,, you (hall have 
My Matter bufiacaeamiaixi^o' the Works i . . .. 

And 
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And I will ileal you unto the Party, 

That you may fee her converfe. Sir, fliall I fay, 

You^il meet the Captain's Worfliip ? Sur. I willi 

But, by Attorney, and to a fecond Ptirpofei 

Now, I am fure, it is a Bawdy-houfe ; 

ril fwear it, were the Marihal here to thank me r 

The naming this Commander doth confirm it. 

DoH Faci ! why, h' is the moft authentick Dealer 

r thefe Commodities ! The Superintendint 

To ail the quainter Traffickers in Town^ 

Wtn the Vifitori and doe^appointj 

Who lies with whom, and at what Hour ; what Price ; 

Which Gown ;attd in what Smock s what Fall ; what Ty re^ 

Him wfll 1 prove, by a third Perfon- to find 

The Subdlties of this dark Laiyrhttb .* 

Wludi, if I do difcover, dear Sir Mammon, 

You'll give your poor Friend leave, tho' no Phihfipherp. 

To laugh : for you that are, 'tis thought, (hidl weep.. 

Fae, Sir, he does pray, you'll.not rofget, 

Sur. I will not. Sir; 
Sir Epicure^ 1 ftudl leave yo« ?: 

Mam. I follow you, ftraight 

Fae. But do fo, good Sir, to avoid SufpidoB^ 
This Gent'man has a par'lous Head. 

Mam. But wilt thou, Ulen, 
Be conftant to thy Promife ? Fac^ As my Life, Sir. 

Mam, And wilt thou, infinuato what I am ? and' 
praife me ? 
And. lay, lama n<^eFelldw?' Fac^ Owfaatdfe, Sir.. 

And that you'll make her royal, with the St9m4^ 
An Emprefs ; and your felf King of Bantam* 

Mam. Wilt thou do this? 

Foe. Willi, Sir? Mam. Lungs t my Lungs f 
I love thee. Foe. Send your Stotf, Sir^ that my Mailer 
May bufie himfdf about projections 

JkbiK. Th' haft wltch'd me. Rogue ? Take, go; 

Fac. Your Jack, and all. Sir. 

Mam. Tboiiart a V4llaio-->I wiQ bad my- Jack, . 

And 
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And the Weights too. Slave, I could bite thtoe Ear. 
Away, thou aofk not csure for me. Fac. Not I, Sir ? 

Afam. Come, I wa»born te makethee, my good WeafeYf 
Set thee on a Bench, and bar** thee twirl a Chain 
With the beft Lord's Vermine of *emal). Fac. Away Sir^ 

Mam, A Count, nay, a Cauni-Falatim. " 

Fac. Good, Sir, go. 

Mam. Shall not advance thee better : no, nor falter» 

S C E N E IV. 

Suhtle, Fact, DoL 

Suh. Has he bit ? Has he bit ? 

Fac. And fwaUow^d too, my Subtb* 
I ha' giv*n him Line, and now he plays,, yfatthh 

^ub. And (hall we twitch him ? 

Fac. Thoiow both the Gills. 
A Wench is a Tare bait» with whidi a • mMn 
No fooner's taken » bat he ftraight firks mad. 

Sub. Dol, my Lard fFM ti turns Si&er, yovLmvAnom 
Bear your felf Statslich. Dai. O lee me alone. 
J*ll not forget my Race, I warrant yoa 
1*11 keep my Diftance, laugh and talk aloud ^ 
Have all the tricks of a proud fcurvy Lady, 
And be as rude as her Woman. Fac, WtUfkUdpSaHguht** 

Sub. Bat will he fend his Andirons I 

Fac. His Jack too ; 

And-sIronfliooing-Hom:. Iha'/pokentohim* Well, 
I mult not lofe my wary Gamiler, yonder. 

Sub. O Monfieur Caution^ tliat will not begul^d^ 

Fac. I, if 1 caa (bike a fine hook into him» now^ 
The T'iTfflf^iSf-Charch, there I have caft mine Angle. 
Well, pray for mt, I'll about it. 

SiJf. What more Gudgeons ! ^Qtti iuaclr. 

Dok.fcQMt^ fcottt; *way, Face, yon muHgo to the door. 
•Pray God it may be my Anabaftift. Who is't, Dolf 

Dal. I know him not He looks like a Goldend-sllan. 
Sub, Godsfo ! '(is he» he faid he would fend. 

What 
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What call you him ? 

Tht/anaified Elder, that (hould deal 

For Mammorii Jack and Andirons f Let him in. 

Stay, help me off, iirft with my Gown, Away 

Madam, to your withdrawing Chamber. Now^ 

In a new tune, new gedure, but old Language, 

This fellow is fent from one negotiates with me 

About the StQne too; for the hoh Brethrtn, 

Of Amfterdamy the exifd Saints : that hope 

To raifc their DifcipUne by it. I muftufe him 

In fome flrange Fafnion,' now to make him admire me, 

S C E N E V. 

Subtlip Face, Ananias. 

Suh. Whcf< is my Drudge ? Fac. Sh-. 

Sub, Take away the Recipient ^ 
And reflifie your Menjirue from the Fhlegma* 
Then pour it o' the Sol, in the Cucurbit e. 
And let *em macerate together. Fac. Yes, Sir. 
And fave the Ground ^ Sub, No. 7>rm dafnnata 
Muft not have entrance in the <i\39rh Who are you \ 

Ana, A faithful Brother, if it pleafe you. 

Sub, What's that? 
A Lullianift ? a Ripley ? Filius artis ? 
Can yoM fubltme and dulcifie f calcine f 
Know you the Sapor Pontick ? Sapor Styptick f 
Or what is homogene, or heterogene ? 
. Ana, I undcrrtand no Heathen Language, truly. 

Sub. Heathen^ you Knifper-DoUng ? Is Ars Sacra^ 
Ox Chtyjoposia, or Spagyrica, 
Or the Pamphyfichy or Panarchick Knowledge, 
A Heathen Language ? Ana, Heathen Greek f 
I take it. Sub. How ? Heathen Gxeek f 

Ana, AlVs Heathen but the Hebrew, 

Sub, Sirrah, my Varlet, (land you forth^ and ipeak 
to him . 
Like a Philofopher : Anfwer i'the language. 
Name the Vexations^ and the Martyrizations 
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Of Metals in the Work, Fae. Sir, FutrifaBion^ 
Solution, j§hlutioH, Sa^/mation, 
Cobobation, Ca/cinatton, Cerathn, tuad 
Fixation, Sid. This is Heatben Greek, to you now ? 
And whence comes^ Vintification, Fac. After Mortifica- 
tion, 

Sub, What's Cobobation, fae, 'Tis the pouring on 
Your Aqua Regis, and then drawing him off. 
To the Trine Circle of the /even Spheres. 

Sub. What's the proper Pkilion of Metals ? 

Fac. Malleation. 
■\ Sub, What'* your uitimu^ fopplicium auri ? 

Fac, Antimonium. , , , . ' 

Sub. This's Heathen Griek to you : And what's yoir 
MercUry? 

Fac, A very fugkiire, .lie will be gene, Sir. 

Suh. How know you him ? Fac. By his Vifcojtty^ 
His OUoJity, and hk Sujtitnbility, 

Sub. How do you fubJime him ? 

Fac. With the Calce of Egg-ftiel1$, 
White Maufblc, Chalks Sub. Your Magtfierium, now ^ 
What's that? Fac, Shifting, Sir, your. Elements, 
Y^ty into cold, cold into moift, moifl into hot, hot into 
dry. ' •- , 

Sub, This's Heathen Greek to you ftill? 
Your Lapis Phihfophicus f Fac. 'Tis a Stone^ and Jiot 
A Stone i a Spirit, a Soul, and a Body : 
Which if yoii.do<^/rtf,'it v^dijfoh^di ' i 

If you coagulate^ it w coaguhted ; ' t 

If you make it to fly ^ it flieth. Sub. Enough. 
This's Heathen Greek to you ? What are you, Sir ? 

Jna. Plcafey^, a Servant of th^ Exil*d Brethren, ' 
That deal with Widows, and with Orphans Goods j 
And make a juft account unta the Saints : 
A Deacon.- Stib. O, yoM are {emfromMz^trWholfimt* 
Your Teacher ? Ana. From Tribulation Wholfome, 
Our ver)k zealous 'P«z^r. ^a^. Good. . I have 
Some Orphans Goods to come here; ' 

Anik* 
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jffiM. Of what kind, Sir ? 

SmB. Pewter, and Brafs, Andiroai, and Kitchenware,. 
Metalsy that we matt ufe oar Medicine on : 
Wherein the Briibnn may have a penn^brth. 
For reaify money. Ana* Were the Orphans Parents* 
Stncen Prof effort ? 

Sub. Why do yoa ask Y'Ana. Becaafe 
We then are to deal jattlv, aad give (in trath) 
Their utmoft value. Sub, *Slid^ yoa*]d cozen elfe*. 
And if their Parents were not of xht faithful ? 
I will not trail you, now I think on'c^ 
*TiIl I ha* talked with your Pafior, Ha* you brought monejr 
To buy more Coals ? 
Ana, No furdy ► Suh, No ? How fo ? 
Ana. The Brethren bid me fay to yoa, Sir, ' 
Surely, they will not venture any more». 
Till they have feen Prye3iom^ 

S^uB. How f Ana, You have bad» 
For the Inttruments, as Bricks and Lome, and Glafles, 
Already thirty pound ; and for Materials, 
They lay^ ibme ninety more.; And they have heari 

fince. 
That one at UeidtSerg, made it of an Sgg;^ 
And a finall Paper of Pinduft. 
Sui. What's yoar Name? 
j^a. My Name is Ananiat* 
S^uh, Out, the Varlet 
That cozen'd theApoftUs! Hence, away». 
Flee Mifcbiefi had your bofy Conftftory 
ffo Name, to fend me, of another Sound, 
Than wicked AmoMiasP fend your Eldtrs 
Hither, to make atonement for you, q^kUyf 
And gi* me iatlsfadion ; or out ftoes 
The &e : and down th* AlembkJs, and the fbraace. 
Piger Hinricus, or what not. Thoa WKtch, 
Both Sericon, and Enfo^ Ihall be loft^ 
Tell \m. All hope of rooting out the Bifi^Sr 
Or tk* Anticbripan Hiirarcbj^. fhaU periih. 

U 
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If they ftay threefcore Minates. Tke Jpuit^^ 
ITerreiiy, and SuJphureity 
Shall run together again, and all be annolTd^ 
Thoa wicked Ananias, This will fetch *em» 
And make *em hafte towards their galling more. 
A^man muft deal like a rough Nurie^ ana fright 
Thofe that are froward to an appetite. 

S C E N E IV. ' 

tac^, Suhtie, Drugger, 
Foe. H'is bafie with his Spirits, bat well upon lim ' 

Sub. How now] What mates? What^«/«ry/ha*we 
here? 

Tac. Itoldyott, he would be furious. Sir, here's Ai* 
Has brought you another piece of Gold to look on : ' 
(We muft appeafe him. Give it me) and pmys you 
JTou would devifc ^what is it Nab r) Dm. A figo. Sir* 

Fac. I, a good ludcy one, a thriving Sign, Dodor. 

Sub, I was deviling now. 

Fa<. ('Slight, do not fiiy fo. 
He will repent he^' you any more.} 
What iky you to his Conftellation^ Doftor ? 
The Batlanct f 

Sub. N(}, that way is flale, and common. 
A Townfman born in Taurus ^ gives the Bull; 
Of the Bull's-head : In Aria^ the Ram. 
A poor device. No, I will have his Name 
Formed in fome myftick Charaaer ; whoie Rmdii^ 
Strikmg the Senfes of the Paflers hy^ 
Shall, by a virtual influence, breed afieaioniL 
That may refult upon the Party owns it : 
As thus — ^Fac. NiAl 

Sub. He Ihall have a Bell, that's Jbi/i 
And by k landing one whoft Name is Dt^, 
In a Rug Gown ; there's A and Rs^, that's Dn»/ 
And right ancnft him a Dog fnarling £r ; 
Theresa Druggir, Jbtl Drugger, That's hii Sign 
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*Aod here's now Myfiery, and Hieroglyphick T 

Fac, Jhel^ thou arc made. ' 

Dru. I do thank his Worlhip. 

Fac. Six o' thy Legs more will not do it, Nai, 
He has brought you a Pipe of Tobacco^ Doctor, 

Dru, Yes, Sir: 
I have another thing I would impart—— 

Fac, Out with out.. Ai;^. . 

Dru, Sir, there is Mg*d; hahi by me 
A rich young Widow— Fiir. Oood ? a bona roba^ 

Dru. But NinetCjCn at the moil. 

Fac. Very good, Abel. 

Dru. Marry, (h'is not in faihion y«t i flic wears 
A hood ; but 't ftands acop. Fac, No matter, AbeL 

Dru, And I do now and then give her zfucus'^ 

Fac. What doft thou deal. Nab? 

Sub. I did tell you, Captain. 

Dru. And Phyfick too fometime^ Sir: for ivhicfa fht 
truds me 
With all her Mind. She's cbme here of ptifpofe 
To learn the Faftiipn. • ' 

Fac, Good (his match too !) on, Nab. 

Dru. And fhedoes ftrangely long to know her fortune* 

Fac. Gods lid. Nab, fend her to the Doftor hither. 

Dru, Yes, I have fpoke to her of hi* Worihfp al- 
ready: 
But file's afraid it will be blown abroad, - - *' ^ 
And hurt her Marriage. F^. Hurt it ? 'Tis tW'Wtj \ 
To heal it, if 'twere hurt; to make it more 
Follow'd and fought: Nab. Thou fti^lt tell her this; ' 
She'll be more known, more tallc'd of; and your Wi- 
dows 
Are ne'er of any Price till they be femous ; 
Their Honour is the Multitude of Suitors : 
Send her, it may be thy good fortune. What ? 
Thba doft not know. Dru. No, Sir, WU never marry 
Under a Knight. Her Brother has made a Vow. • 

Fac. What, and doft thou defpaff, my little Nab, 

Knowing 
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Knowing what the Dodor has fet down for thee> 
And feeing fo many of the City dubb*d ? 
One Glafs o* thy water, with a Madam, I know 
Will have it done. Na6. What's her Brother ? a 
Knight ? 

Dru. No, Sit, a Gentleman newly warm in his 
land. Sir, 
Scarce cold in his one and twenty, that does govern . 
His Sifter here ; and is a Man himfelf 
Of fome three thoufand a year, and is come up 
To learn to quarrel, and to live by his Wits, 
And will go down again and die T the Country. 

Fac. How I to quarrel ? 

Dru. Yes, Sir, to carry Quarrels, 
As Gallants do, to manage 'em by Line. 

Fac, 'Slid, Naif ! The Doftor is the only Man 
In Cbriftendom for him. He has made a Table^ 
With MatbematicaHDemon^iMom^ 
Touching the Art of Quarrels. He will give hinj 
An Inftrument to quarrel by. Go, bring 'em both, 
Hiiii and his Slider. And, for thee, with- her 
The Dodkyr happ'ly may perfuade. Go to. 
*Shat give his Worfhip a new Damask Suit 
Upon the PremilTes. 

Sub, O good Captain. Fac. He (halJ, 
He is the honeileft fellow, Do€lor. Stay not, - 
No Ofos, bring the Damask, and the Parties. 

Dru, I'll try my Power, Sir. 

Fac. And thy will too, Nab. 

Sub. 'Tis good Tobacco, this ! what is't an Ocmce ? 

Fac. He'll fend you a Pound, Dodor. 

Sub. O, no. Fac. He will do'c, 
It is the geodeft Soul : Mel, about it. 
<Thou (halt know more anon. Away, be gone.^ 
A miferabk Rogue, and lives with Cheefe, 
And has the Worms, That was the Gaufe indeed 
Why he came now. He dealt with me in private. 
To get a Med'cine for 'em. 

Sub* 
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SuB, And iliall. Sir. This works. 

Fac. A wife, a wife for one on*u4* tay dear Subtle : 
We*ll e*en draw Lots, and he that ^ils, ihall have 
The more in Goods, the other has in Tail. 
^ Suh. Rather the lefi. For ihe may be fi) Ught 
She may want Grains. 

Fac. it or be fuch a Burden 
A Man would (caroe endure her for the whole* 

Si^. Faith, beft lec*s fee her fiift, and then deter* 
minCi 

Fac. Content* But Dol muft ha' no breath on*t* 

Sui, Mom* 
Away, yott to yoor Surfy yonder, catch him. 

Fac, Pray God I ha* not ftald too long. 

Sui. I fear iu 




ACT HI. SCENE I. 

7ribtlati0»f Jnaniah 

3ri. ^T^HefcChaftifcmcntsar* common to the Saints, 

I And fuch Rebukes we of the ^f^rtf/iM 
Muft bear, with wiUing Oiouldcrs, as the Uiab 
Sent forth to tempt our frailties. 

jna. In pure Zeal ^ 

I do not like the Man : He is a Heatbnt^ 
And fpeak the Language of Canaan, truly. 

q-ri. 1 think him a prophane PeHba indeed* 

Jna. He bears . , . ^ ^ . 

The vifible mark of the Bcaft m his lore-head. 
And for hb Stene^ it is a Work of Darknefs, 
And with Pbilofiphy blinds the Eyes of man. 

fW. Good Brother, wc muft bend onto aU »««" 
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That may give furtherance to the lo/j^ Cau/e. 

Ana, Which his cannot : The fan&ified Caufi* 
Should have zfanSiJUA Courfe, 

Tri, Not always neceffary : 
The Children of Perdition are oft times 
Made Inflruments even of the greateft Works. 
Befide, we (hould give ibmewhat to Man's nature^ 
The place he lives in, ftill about the Fire, 
And fume of Metals, that intoxicate 
The brain of man, and make him prone to pafllon. 
Where have you greater Atheifts than your Cooks ? 
Or more prophane or cholerick,.than yourGlafsmen f 
More Antichrifb'an than your Bell-founders? 
What makes the Devil fo devilifh, I would ask you» 
Sathan, our common Enemy, but his being 
Perpetually about the Fire, and boiling 
Briffiftone zxAArfnick? We muft give, 1 fay^ 
Unto the Motives, and the ftirrers lip 
Of Humours in the Blood. It may befo. 
When as the Work is done, the ^tont is made, '3 

This heat of his may turn into a Zeal, 
And Hand up for the beauteous Difcipline, 
Again ft the menftruous Cloth, and Rag of Romi* 
We muft await bis calling, and the coming 
Of the good Spirit. You did fault f upbraid him 
With the Bretbrens blefling of Heidiibergy weighing 
What need we have to haften on the Work, 
For the rcftoring of the fiienc^d Saints^ 
Which ne'er will be, but by the Phihfopber's StQui. 
And fo a learned Elder, one of Scotland, 
AiTur'd me ; Aurum potahile being 
The only Med'cine, for the civil Magiftrate, . , 
T' incline him to a feeling of the Caufe i 
^Bd muft be daily us'd in the Difeafe. 

Ana. I have not edified more, truly, ]ay Vikni 
Not fmce the beautiful light firft ihone on m^S; 
And I am fad mv Zeal hath fo oficnded. 

fri, Le; as call on him then, 

C Jn». 
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jfna. The motion's good. 
And of the Spirit; I will knock firfts Peace be within* 

S C E N E IL 

Suit/e, Tribulatiofty Ananias. 

Suh. O ''are you come ? 'Twas time. Your threefcore 
minutes 
Were at laA thread, you fee ; and down had gone 
Furnus acedia y Turris circulatorius : 
Lttnhek^ Bolts-bead^ Retort^ and Fellicant 
Had all been Cinders. Wicked Ananias I 
Art thou returned ? Nay then it goes down yet. 
7r/. Sir, be appeas'd, he is come to humble 
Himfelf in Spirit, and to ask your Patience, 
If too much Zeal hath carried him afide 
From the due path. Suh. Why, this doth qualific ! 

7ri, The brethren had no Purpofe, verily, 
To give you the lead Grievance: but are ready 
To lend their willing Hands to any projedt 
The Spirit and you diredl. 
Suh. This qualifies more! 

^ri. And for the Orphans Goods, let them be vala'd. 
Or what is needful elie to the holy Work, 
It Ihall be numbred ; here, by me, the faints 
Throw down their Purfe before you. 

Suh* This qualifies mod ? 
Why, thus it ihould be, now you underfiand. 
Have I difcours'd fo unto you of our Stones 
And of the good that it fhall bring your Caufe ? 
ShewM you (befide thelmain of hiring Forces 
Abroad, drawing the Hollandersy yourtFriends, 
From th' Indies^ to ferve you, with all their Fleet) 
That ev*n the medicinal ufe fhould make you a Fadlion^ 
And Party in the Realm? As put the Cafe, 
That fome great man in State, he have the Gout, 
Why, you but fend three drops of your Elixir^ 

You 
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You help him llraight : there you have made a Friend* 

Another has the Palfie, or the Dropfie, 

He takes of your incombaftible ftufF, 

He's young, again : there you have made a friend* 

A Lady that is pad the feat of Body, 

Tho* not of mind, and hath her face decay*d 

Beyond all cure of Paintings, you reftore 

With the Oil oiTaUk ; there you have made a friend: 

And all her friends. A Lord that is a Leper ^ 

A Knight that has the Bone-ach, or a Squire 

That hath both thefe, you make *em fmooth and founds 

With a hdxe/ricace of your Med'cine : ftili 

You increafe your friends. 

Tri. I, 'tis very pre^ant 

Suh, And then the turning of this Lawyer's Pewter 
To Plate at Chrijimas 

Ana* Chrift'tide^ I pray yoii. 

^uh. Yet, Ananias ? 

Ana. I have done. Sub. Or changing 
His parcel gilt to maifie Gold. You cannot 
But raife your friends. . Withal, to be of Power 
To pay an Army in the Field, to buy 
The King of France out of his Realms, or Sptun 
Out of the Indies, What can you not do 
Againft Lords fpiritual and temporal. 
That (hall oppone you ? Tri, Verily, 'tis true. 
We may be temporal Lords ourielves, I take it« 

Sub, You may be any thing, and leave off to make 
Long winded Exercifes, or fuck up 
Your ha, and hum, in a tune. I not deny. 
But fuch as are not gracM in a State, 
May, for their Ends, be adverfe in Religion, 
And get a tune to call the Flock together : 
For (to fay footh) a tune does much with womea. 
And other phlegmatick Peq>le; it is your Bell. 

Ana, Bells are prophane : a tune«may be religious.^ 

Suh. No warning with you ? Then farewel my Pa- 
tience. 

C 2 'Slight, 
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*Slight> it fhall down : I will not be thus torturM. 
Tri. I pray you. Sir. 
Su6. All-ihall perilh. I have fpoke it. 
Tri. Let me find Grace, Sir, in your eyes ; the man . 
He ilands corrected : neither did his zeal 
(But as your felf) allow a tune fpmewhere ; 
Which now being to*ard the Stone, we fhall not need. 

SiiB. No, nor your holy Vizard, to win Widows 
To give yon Legacies ; or make zealous Wives 
To rob their husbands for the Common Caufe: 
Nor take the flart of Bonds broke but one day ; 
And fay, thty miert forfeit ei ly Providence. 
Nor (hall you need o'er Night to eat huge Meals^ 
To celebrate your next Day's Faft the better : 
ThcWhilft the. Brethren and t^t Sifters humbled. 
Abate the ilifFnefs of the Fleih. Nor caft 
Before your hungry Hearers fcrupulous Bones ; 
As whether a Chriflian may hawk or hunt. 
Or whether Matrons of the holy Jfembfy 
May lay their Hair out, or wear Doublets; 
Or have that Idol Starch about their Linnen. 
Jna, It is indeed an Idol. 
Tri. Mmd him not. Sir. 
I do command thee, Spirit (of zeal, but trouble) 
To Peace within him. Pray you. Sir, go on. 

Sub. Nor fhall you need to libel 'gainfl the Prelates, 
And ihorten fo your Ears againft the hearing 
Of the next wire -drawn Grace. Nor of ncceifity 
Rail againfl Plays, to pleafc the Alderman, 
Whofe daily Cuftard you devour. Nor lie 
With zealous Rage till you are hoarfe. Not ont 
Of thefe fo fingular Arts. Nor call your felvei 
By Names of^ihulation, Perfecution^ i 
'Reftrainty Long-Patience y and fuch like affcftcd 
By the whole lamily, or wood of you. 
Only for Glory,.and to catch ih^ ^ar 
Of the DifcipU. Tri^ Truly, Si-, ^fliey arc 
Ways that the Godh Brethren have invented 

Far 
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For Propagation of the Glorious Caufe^ 
A^vety notable Means, and whereby alfo 
Themfelves grow foon, and profitably famous. 

Suh, O, but the Stone, all's idle to't ! nothing^! 
The Art of Angels, Nature's Miracle, 
The Divine Secret that doth fly in Clouds 
From Eafl to TFeJi ; and whofe Tradition 
Is not from Men» but Spirits. 

Jna, I hate traditions : 
JL do not trull them Tri» Peace. 

Jna. They are Popijh all. 
I will not peace. I will not ■ Tri. Ananias. 

Ana, Pleafe the prophane, to grieve the godly, I 
may not. 

Buh. Well, Ananias^ thou Ihalt over- come. 

7r/. It is an ignorant Zeal that haunts him. Sir. 
But truly, eiie, a very faithful Brother y 
A Botcher : and a Man, by Revelation, 
That hath a competent knowledge of the Truths 

Suh. Has he a competent Sum there T the Bag 
To buy the Goods within \ I am made Guardian, 
And muft, for Charity and Confcience fake, 
Now fee the mott be made for my poor Orphaa : 
Tho' I deiire the Brethren too, good Gainers; 
There they are within. When you have view*d, vxA^ 

bought 'em. 
And tane the Inventory of what they are. 
They are ready for Projection ; there's no mori 
To do : Caft on the Medicine, fo much Silver 
As there is Tin there, fo much Gold as Brafs, . 
I'll gi'it >ou in by Weight. Tri, But how long time> 
Sir, mull the Saints expedl yet ? Sub, Let me fee. 
How's the Moon now? Eight, nine, t6n days hencf^ 
He will be Siher Potate ; then three days 
Before he Citroni/e : fome fifteen days 
The Magifttrium will be perfcded. 

Ana. About the fecond Day of the third Week, 
Ii^ the ninth Month } Sub. Yes, my good Ananias, 

C 3 W 
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7ri. What will the Orphans Goods arife to, think 
you ? 

Zui. Some hundred Marks, as much as filled three 
Cars, 
Unladed now : you'll make fix Millions of *em. 
But I muft ha* more Coals laid in. 

Trf. How ? Sub, Another Load, 
And then we have finiAi'd. We muft now increafe 
Our Fire to Jgnis ardens, we are paft 
Fimus equinust Bainei Cintres^ 
^And all thofe lenter heats. If the holy Purfe 
Should with this draught fall low, and that the Saints 
Do need a prefent Sum, I have a trick 
To melt the Pewter, you ihall buy now, inflantly, 
And with a Tindlure mal^e you as good Dutch Dollars 
As any are in Holland, Tri. Can yon fo ? 

Sub. I, and fhall 'bide the third Examination. 

w^??tf . It will be joyful Tidings to the Brethren. 

Sub. But you muft carry it fecret. Tri. I, but ftay. 
This Ad of coining, is it lawful ? jina. Lawful ? 
We know no Magiftrate. Or, if we did, 
This's foreign Coin. 

Sub. It is no coining. Sir. 
It is but casing. Tri. Ha ? you diflinguifli well. 
Calling of money may be lawful, uiua. *Tis, Sir. 

TrL Truly, I take it fo. 

Sub. There's no fcruplc. 
Sir, to be made of it; believe Jnanias: 
This Cafe of Confcience he is ftudied in. 

Tri. -I'll make a queftion of it to the Brethren. 

Ana. The Brethren fhall approve it lawful> doubt not. 
Where ihall it be done ? 

Sub. For that we'll talk anon \Kn9ck tvithout. 

There's fome to fpeak with me. Go in, I pray you, j 

And view the Parcels. That's the Inventory. 
I'll come to you ftraight. Who is it ? Face f Appear. 
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SCENE III. 

Subtle^ Tacey DoL 

Sub, How now. Good Prize ? 

Fac. Good Pox! Yond* caoftive Cheater 
Never came on. Sub. How then I 

Fat. I ha* walk'd the round 
Till now, and no fach thing. 

Sub. And ha' you quit him ? 

Fac, Quit him ? an hell would quit him too, he were 
happy. 
^Slight would you have me ftalk like a Mill- Jade, 
All day, for one that will not yield us Grains?] 
1 know him of old. Sub. Obut to ha' guUM him. 
Had been a Maiftry. . Fac. Let him go, black Bof , 
And turn thee, that fome frelh News may poiTefi thee. 
A noble Count, a Don of Spain (my dear 
Delicious Compeer, and my Party- bawd) 
Who is come hither, private for his Confcience, 
And brought Munition with him, fix great Sloopsr 
Bigger than three Dutch Hoy s, befide round Trunks,. 
Furnifh'd with Piftolets, and Pieces of Eight, 
Will ftraight be here, my Rogue, to have thy Bath, 
(That is the Colour) and to make bis Battry 
Upon our Do/, our Caftle, our Cinque-Port, 
Our Dover Pier, or what thou wilt. Where is Ih'e f 
She muft prepare Perfumes, delicate Linnen, 
The Bath in chief, a Banquet, and her Wit, 
For Ihe muft milk his Epididymis. 
Where is the Doxy ? Sub. I'll fend her to thee : 
And but difpatch my Brace of little Jobn LeydenSf 
And come again my felf. Fac, Are they within then f 

Sub. Numbring the Sum. Fac. How much ? 

Sub. A hundred Marks, Boy. 

Fac. Why, this's is a lucky day ! Ten Pounds of 
Mammon \ 
Three o' my Clark ! A Portaguc o' my Grocer ! 
This o' the Bntbren. ! befide Reverfions, 

C4 And 
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And States to come i' the Widow, and my Count f 
My (hare to day will not be bought for forty 

Dol, What? 

Fac, Pounds, dainty Dorothee, art thou fo near ? 

DoL Yes, fay Lord General, how fares our Camp ? 

Fac, As with the few that had intrenched themfelvei 
Safe, by their Difcipline, againft a World, DoL 
And laugh'd within thofc Trenches, and grew fat 
With thinking on the Booties, Doly brought in 
Daily by their fmall Parties. This dear hour 
A doughty Don is taken with my Dol ; 
And thou maift make his Ranfom what thou wilt. 
My Donfabel : He ihall be brought here fetter'd 
With thy fair Looks before he fees thee; and thrown 
In a Down-bed, as dark as any Dungeon ; 
Where thou fhalt keep him waking with thy Drum > 
Thy Drum, my Dol $ thy Drum; till he be tame. 
As the poor Black-Birds were i' the great Froft, 
Or Bees are with a Bafon ; and fo hive him 
I* the Swan-skin Coverlid, and Cambrick Sheets, 
Till he work Honey and Wax, my little Goifs-g^, 

Dol' What is he. General ? Fac. An Adalantado^ 
A Grande^ Girl. Was not my Dapper here yet ? 

Dol No. Fac, Nor my Drugger ^ 

Dol. Neither. Fac. A Pox on 'em. 
They are fo long a furniihing ! Such Stinkards 
Would not be feen upon thcfe feflival days. 
How now ! ha' you done ? 

Sub. Done, They are gone. The Sum 
Is here in bank, my Face. I would we knew ^ 
Another Chapman now would buy them out-right. 

Fac. 'Slid, Nah ftiall do't againft he ha' the Widow, 
To furnifn Houihold. Sub. Excellent well thought on. 
Pray God he come. Fac. I pray he keep away 
Till our new Bufmefs be o'er paft. Sub. But, Face, 
How cam'ft thou by this Secret, Don ? Fac. A Spirit 
Brought mc th' Intelligence in a Paper here, 
Aa I was conjuring yonder in my Circle 

For 
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For Surfy, I ha* my Flies abroad. Yoar Bath 

Is famousy SuhtU, by my means. Sweet Do/, 

You muft go tune your Virginal, no loiing 

O* the leaS time. And do you hear ? good Adion. 

Firk, like a Flounder ; kifs like a Scallop, clofe ; 

And tickle him with thy Mother Tongue. Hift great 

Verdugojhif has not a jot of Language : 

So much the eafier to be cozen*d; my Dolhf, 

He will come here in a hir'd Coach, obfcure, 

And our own Coach-man, whom I have fent as Guide* 

No Creature elfe. Who*8 that ? [0»# knocku 

Suh, It is not he ! 

Fac. O, no, not yet this Hour. * 

Sub. Who is't } DoL Dapper, 
Tour Clerk: Fac, God's will then, ^een of Fairy, 
On with your Tyre; and Dodtor with your Robes. 
Let's difpatch iiim for God*s ikke. Sub, 'Twill be long« 

Fac, 1 warrant you, take but the Cuef I give you. 
It £hall be brief enough. 'Slight, here are more 1 
jibel and I think the angry Boy, the Heir» 
That fain would quarrel. 

Sub. And the Widow ? Fac. No, 
Not that I fee. Away. O Sir, you are welcome^ 

S C E N E IV. 

Face, Dapper, Druggtr, Kafirih 

Fac, The Do£lor is within nu)ving for you; 
(1 have had the mo(^ to do to win him to it) 
He fwears you'll be the Dearling of the Dice: 
He never heard her Highnefs doat till now (he&ys) 
Your Aunt has given you the moil gracious Words 
That can be thought on. Dap. Shall I fee her Grace f 

Fa£. See here, and kifs her too. What, honeft NabT 
Ha'ii brought the Damask I Nab. No, Sir, here's Tin 
bacco. 

Fac. 'Tis well donc> Nab : Thoult bring the Da.- 
mask too ? 

C 5 Drmi 
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Drtt. Yes, here's the Gendeman, Captain, MaScr 

Kajfri/, 
I have brought to Tee the Do^on 

Fac. Whereas the Widow ? 

Dru. Sir, as he likes, his Sider (he fays} (hall come. 

•fac. O, is it fo? Good time. Is your NzsntKafiril, 
Sir? 

Ka/. I, and the beft of the Kafirils, Tld be forry elie^ 
Sy fifteen hundred a Year. Where is the Dodor I 
My mad Tobacco-Boy, here, teJls me of one 
That can do things. Has he any Skill ? Fac. Where* 
in. Sir? 

Ka/l To carry a Bafinefs, manage a Quarrel fairly. 
Upon fit terms ? Fac. It feems, &, yo^are but young 
About the Town, that can make that a Quefiion. 

Ka/1 Sir, not fo young, but I have heard fome Speech 
Of the angry Boys, and fcen'em take Tobacco; 
And in hi9 Shop : And I can take it too. 
And I would fain be one of 'em, and go down 
And pradifc i* the Country. Fai. Sir, for the Dtulk, 
The Dodbor, I aiTure you, fliall inform you, 
Te the leafl ihadow of a Hair : and ihew you 
An InHrument he has of his own making. 
Wherewith no foonier fhgll you make report 
Of any Quarrel, but he will take the height on't 
MoSl inftantly, and cell in what degree 
Of Safety it lies in, or Mortality. 
And how it may be born, whether in a JRJg^t LlfUp. 
Or a HaJfCirch ( or may elfe be caft 
Into an Anglt blunt , \i not acute: 
A& this he will demontote. And then, Rules 
To give and take the Lie by. Kaf. How ? to take it ? 

Fac. Yes, in Oblique he*ll fhcw you, or in Circle^. 
But never in Diameter. The whole Town 
Study his Tbeorems, and difpute them ordinarily 
At the eating Academies. Kaf. But does he teach 
Living by the Wits too? Fac. Any thing whatever* 
You cannot think that Subtilcy but he reads it» 

He 
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He msuje me a Capuin. I was a ftark Pimp, 
Tail o* your itanding, 'fore I met with him : 
it i* not two Months fince. Til tell yoa his Method : 
' Firfl, he will enter you at Tome Ordinary. 

Kaf, No, ni not come there. Yoa (hall pardon me*. 

Fac. For why, Sir? 

Kaf^ There*s gaming there, and Tricks.. 

Fac. Why, would you be 
A Gallant, and not same ? Kaf, I, 'twill fpend a Mzxu 

Fac. Spend you ? It will repair you when you are ipent. . 
How do they live by their Wiu there, that have vented^ 
Six times your Fortunes ? 

Kaf. What three thou&nd a Year? 

Fac, 1, forty thoufand. 

Kaf. Are there fucV Fac. I, Sir, 
And Gallants yet. Here's a younff Gentleman. 
Js bom to nothing, forty Marks a Year, 
Which I count nothing. He is to be initiated. 
And have a Fly o' the Dodor. He will win yoiik 
By unrefiilable luck, wkhin this Fortnight,. 
Enough to buy a Barony, They will fet him 
Upmoil at the Groom-Porters all the Chriftmas! 
And for the whole Year through at every place 
Where there is Play, prefent mm with the Chair; 
The beft Attendance, the beft Drink i fometimes^ 
Two Glafles of Canary^ and pay nothing;. 
The pureft Linnen, and the fharpeft Knife, 
The Partridge next his Trencher : and fomewhei^ 
The dainty Bed, in private with the dainty. 
You (hall ha' your Ordinaries bid for him. 
As Play-Hooies for a Poet ; and the Matter 
Pray him aloud to name what Difh heaffedls,. 
Which muft be batter'd Shrimps : and thofe that drink 
To no Mouth elfe, will drink to his, as being 
ThegoodlyPrf/$i/M/ Mouth of all the Board. 

Kaf, Do you not gull one*? 

Fac, 'Od's my life ! Do you think it? 
You ihall have a caft. Commander, fcanbut g^t: 

In 
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In credk with a Glover, or a Spurrier, 
For fomc two pair of cither's Ware, aforehand) 
Will, by moft fwift Polls dealing with him, 
Arrive at competent means to keep himfelf. 
His Punk and naked Boy, in excellent fafliion. 
And be admir'd for*t. Kaf, WHl the Dodor teack 
this ? 
Fac» He will do more. Sir, when your Land is gone* 

J As Men of Spirit hate to keep Earth long) 
n a Vacation, when fmall Money is ftirring. 
And Ordinaries fufpended till the Term, . 
He'll fhew a Perfpedive, where on one fide 
You fhall behold -the Faces and the Perfons 
Of all fufficient young Heirs in Town, 
Whofe Bonds are currant for Commodity ; 
On th' other fide, the Merchant^ Forms, and otheri^ 
That without help of any iecond Broker, 
(Who would expea a Share) will truft fuch Parcels. 
In the third Square, the very Street, and Sign 
Where the Commodity dwells, and does but wait 
To be delivered, be it Pepper, Soap, 
Hops, or Tobacco, Oat-meal, Woad, or Cheefes. 
All which you may fo handle, to enjoy 
To your own ufe, and never (land obliged. 

Kaf. rfaith \ Is he fuch a Fellow? 

Fac. Why, Nab here knows him. 
And then for making Matches for rich Widows, 
Young Gentlewomen, Heirs, the fortunat'fl Manf 
He*s lent to, far and near, all over England^ 
To have his Counfel, and to know their Fortunes. 

Kaf. God*s will, my SuHer fhall fee him. 

Fac. ril tdl you. Sir. 
What he did tell me of Nab. It*s a Urange thing ! 
(By the way, you mull eat no Cheefe, Nah^ it breeds 

Melancholy : 
And that fame Melancholy breeds Worms) but pais it« 
He told me, honell Nab here was ne'er at Tavern, 
Sat pnce in's life! Dru. Truth, and no more I was not. 

Fac. 
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Fac. And then he was fo fick— 

DrM. Could he tell vou that too ? 

Fac. How ihould I know it ? 

Dru, In troth we had been a ihooting. 
And had a piece of fat Ram-matton to fapper^ 
That lay fo heavy o* my Stomach-*— 

Fac, And he has no Head 
To bear any Wipe ; for what with the Noife o* the 

Fidler», 
And care of his Shop, for he dares keep no Seri^ 
vants— — 

Dru, My head did fo ake— - 

F4C. As he was fain to be brought home. 
The Dodor told me^ And then a good 0/d Wo- 
man ' ■ ■ 

Dru, (Yes» faith, (he dwells in Sea-coal-lane,) did 
cure me. 
With fodden Ale, and Pellitory o' the Wall : 
Coil me but Two-pence. I had another Sicknefs 
Was worfe than that. Fac, I, that was with the Grief 
Thou took*ft for being fefsM at Eighteen-pence, 
For the Water- Work. Dru, In truth, and it was like 
T'have coil me almoft my Life. Fac, Thy Hair went 
oiF? 

Dru, Yes, ^t. was done for fpight. 

Fac, Nay, fo fays the Do^r. 

Ka/. Fray thee. Tobacco-boy, go fetch my Sailer, 
m fee this learn'd Boy before I go : 
And fo ihail ihe. Fac, Sir, he is bufie*now : 
But if you have a Siller to fetch hither. 
Perhaps your own Pains may command her fooner ; 
And he by that time will be free. Kaf, I go. 

Fac, Drtfgger, ihe's thine: the Damask. {Subtle Tindt 
muft wredle for her.) Come on. Mailer Dapper. 
You fee how I turn Clients here away. 
To give your Caufe 4ifpatch. Ha' you p^irform^d 
The Ceremonies were tnjoinM yoii \ 

Dap, Yes, o' the Vinegar, 
And the clean Shirt, Fac, 
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Fac. 'Tis well : tkat Shirt may do yoo 
More worihip than yoo think. Your Aunt's afire, 
But that flic will not flicw it, t' have a fight on you. 
Ha' you orovidcd for her Grace's Servant* ? 

Dap. Yet, here are fix fcore ^^--w^ir^'s Shillings. 

Fac. Good. * 

Dap. And an old Harty'i Sovereign. Fac. Very 
good. 

Dap. And three yames Shillings, and an Elixabetb 
Groat, 
Juft twenty Nobles. Fac. O, you are too joil. 
I would you had had the other Noble in Marhs. 
Dap. I have fome Phiiip and MarUs. Fac. I, thofe 
lame 

Are bed of all. Where are they ? Hark, the Dodor. 

SCENE V. 

Subtle^ Face, Dapper^ Dot. 

Subtle Jifguis'd like a Priefl of Fairy.. 

Sub. Is yet her Graces Coufin come f Fac.^ Ht w 
come. 

9ub, And is he /ailing ? Fac, Yes. 

Sub, And hath he cry'd Humf 

Fac. Thrice, you muft anfwer. Dap. Thrice. 

Sub. And as oft Bu%? 

Fac. If you have, fay. Dap. I have« Sub* Then^. 
to her Cuz, 
Hoping that helbath Vinegar'd his Senfes, 
As he was bid, the Fairy ^uten difpenfes. 
By me, this Robe, th^ Petticoat of Fortune s 
Which that he ftraight put on, flie doth importune*. 
And though to Fortune near be her Petticoat, 
Yet nearer is her Smock, the Queen doth note : 
And therefore, even of that a piece flie hath fent. 
Which, being a Child, to wrap him in was rent ; 
And prays him for a Scarf he now will wear it 
(With as much Love as then her Grace did tear it) 

About 
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About hit £yes> to Aicw he is fbitanate. 

[ney blind him tvifi a Rag. 
And, traltfng onto het to nurke his State, 
He'il throw away all worldly Pelf aboat him ; 
Which that he will perforin, fhe doth not doubt him. 

Fac» She need not doubt him. Sir. Alas, he hat 
nothing. 
But what he will part wicbal as willingly. 
Upon her Graas word ( Throw away your Purfe.) 
As (he would Isk it : (Haadkerchiefs and all) 
She cannot bid that thing, but heMl obey. 
(If you have a Ring about you, caft it off. 
Or a filver Seal at your WriA ; her Gract will fend 
Her Fairies here to feardi you, therefore deal 
Direflily with her Higbne/s, If they find 
That you' conceal a Mice, you are undone.) 

[He fbroojoj away, as tbtf bidhim^ 

Dap. Truly, there's all. 

Fac, All what ? Dap, My Money, truly. 

Fac, Keep nothing that is tfanfitory about you. 
(Bid D9I play Mofick.) Look, the El'ves are come 
To pinch you, if you tell not truth. Advife you. 

[Dol enters ivitb a Cittern ; tbey pinch him 

Dap, O, I have a Paper with a Spur-ryal in*t. 

Fac, Ti, ti. 
They kncw't, they fay. Sub, Tif'tt, ti, ti, he has more 
yet. 

Fac. Ti, ti, ti, ti. T the t*other Pocket ? 

Sub. Titi, titi, titi, titi. 
They mufl pinch him, or he will never confe(s,the7&yi 

Dap. O, o. 

Fac. Nay, pray you hold. He is her Graces Nephew. 
T«, //, //' ? What care you ? Good feith, you fliaD care: 
Deal plainly, Sir, and fhame the Fairies. Shew 
You are an Innocents 

Dap. By this good light, I ha' nothing. 

Smo. Tif ti, ti, ti, to, ta. He does e^uivocat^ fhe fays. 

2V 
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X/y // do ti, ti ti doy ti da i and fwears hj the Light 
when he is blinded . 

Dap. By this good Dark, I ha' nothing bnt a Hialt 
Crown 
Of Gold, about my Wrifl, that my Love gave me ; 
i^nd a Leaden Heart I wore fin*^ flie forfook me. 

Fac. 1 thought 'twas fomething. And would you incur 
Your Aunts difpleafure for thefe Trifles ? Come, 
I had rather you had thown away twenty Half-crowns. 
You may wear your Leaden Heart ftill. How now ! 

Sub, What News, Dol ? 

Dol. Yonder's your Knight, Sir Mammon, 

Fac, Gods lid, we never thought of him till now. 
Where is he ? Dol Here hard by. H's at the Door» 

Sub. And you are not ready now ? DoL Get his Suit% 
He mufl be fent back. Fac. O, by no means. 
What ihall we do with this fame Puffing here. 
Now he's o* the Spit ? 

Sub. Why, lay him back a while. 
With fome Device. Ti, ti, ti, ti, ti, ti. Would her 

Grace fpeak with me ? 
I come. Help, Dol. Fac. Who's there ? Sir Epicure^ 
[He Jpeaks through the Key-hole ^ the 9tber knocking^ 
My Mailer's i' the way Pleafe you to walk 
Three or four Turns, but till his back be turn'd. 
And I am for you. Quickly, /)«/ Sub Hex Gract 
Commands her kindly to you, Mafter Dapper. 

Dap. I long to fee her Grace. Sub. Siie now is f€t 
At Dinner in her Bed. and has fenc you 
From her own private Trencher, ?. dead Moufe, 
And a piece of Gingerbread, to be merry withal. 
And flay your Stomach, left you fumt with ^ing : 
Yet if you could hold out till fhc faw you ((he fays) 
It would be better for you. Fac. Sir, he ihall 
Hold out, and 'twere this two Hours, for her Higbnefii 
I can aflUre you that. We will not lofe 
All we ha* done -- Sub. He muft not fee, nor fpeak 
To any body, till then. Fac^ For that we'll put. Sir, 
' A Stay 
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A Stay in's Moath. Si^. Of what ? Fac. Of Ginger- 
bread. 
Make you it fit. He that hath pleasM her Graa 
Thus far, fhall not now crinkle for a little. 
Gape, Sir, and let him fit you', Sul. Where fhall we now 
Bellow him? D§I, I' the Privy. Su^, Come along. Sir, 
I now mufl ihew you Fortunes Privy Lodgings. 

Fac. Are they perfumed, and his Bath ready ? Sub, AH. 
Only the Fumigation's fomewhat flrong. 

Fac. Sir Epicure, I am yours. Sir, by and by. 




ACT IV. SCENE I. 

*Face, Mammon, D§L 

OSir, yo* are come i* the only fined time F 
Mam. Where 8 Mafter ? 
Fac. Now preparing for Projedtion, Sir. 
Your Stuff will b' all changed fhortly. 
Mam, Into Gold } 
Fac. To Gold and Silver, . Sir. Mam, Silver I carii 

not for. 
Fac. Yes, Sir, a little to give Beggars. 
Mam. Where's the Lady ? 

Fac. At hand here. I ha' Cold her fuch brave thingt 
o' you. 
Touching your Bounty, and your noble Spirit n . 
Mam. Haft thou ? 

Fac. As (he is almoft in her Fit to fee you. 
But, good Sir, no Di'vinity i' your Conference, 
For fear of putting her in tAgt—Mam. I warrant thee. 

Fac. Six Men will not hold her down. And then 
If the old Man (hould hear or ittyoxi'-^^ Mam, fear 
not. 

Fac. 
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Fac, The very Hoafe, Sir, would n;n mad. Yon 
know ity 
How fcrupulous he is, and violent, 
"Gainft the leaft aft of Sin. Pbyficky or MathmaHcks^ 
Poetry, State, or Batud^ry (as I told you) 
She will endure, and never ftartle : But 
No word of Controvert. Mam. I am fchooPd^ good 

Ul E N. 

Fac. And you mull praife her Houfe, remember that. 
And 4ier Nobility. Mam, Let me alone ; 
No Herald, nor no Antiquary, Lungs, 
Shall do it better. Go. Fac. Why,, this is yet 
A kind of modern Happinefs, to have 
Dol Common for a great Lady. Mam. Now, Epicure, 
Heighten thy felf, talk to her, ail in Gold ; 
Rain her as many Showers as Jq^ve did Drops 
Unto his Danae : Shew the God a Mifer, 
Compar'd with Mammon, What the Stone will do't 
She fhall feel GoFd, tafte Gold, hear Gold, deep Gold t 
Nay, we will concumhere Gold. I will be puiffant,. 
And mighty in my talk to her. Here ftie comes. 

Fac, To him, Dol, fuckle him. This is the noble 
^ Knight, 

lT;old your Ladylhip Mam, Madam, with your 

pardon, 
I kifs your Vefture. DoL Sir, I were uncivil 
If I would fuffbr that ; my Lip to you. Sir. 

Mam, I hope my Lord your Brother be in health. 
Lady. 

Dol, My Lord, my Brother is,' though I no Lady 
Sir. 

Fac. ( Well faid, my G«/«y-btrd. ) 

Mam, Right noble Madam 

Fac, (O. we fhall^ have moft fierce Idolatry.) 

Mam, Tis your Prerogative. 

Dol. Rather your Courtefie. 

Mam. Were there nought che t'cnlarge your Vcr- 

tues to me. 

* Thefe 



Tbc Alchemist. 6^ 

Thefe Anfwers fpeak your Breeding, and your Blood. 

Do/. Blood we boail none. Sir, a . poor Barons 
Daughter. 

Mam. Poor f and gat you ? Prophane not. Had 
your father 
Slept all the happy remnant of my Life 
After that A^, lien but there ftill, and panted, 
H* had dene enough to make himfelf^ his IfTue, 
And his Pofterity Noble. Do/. Sir, although 
We may be faid to want the Gilt and Trapmgs, 
The Drefs of Honour, yet we drive to keep 
The Seeds and the Materials. Mam, I do fee 
The old Ingredient, Vertue, was not loft. 
Nor the Drug Money usM to make your Compound* 
There is a flrange Nobility i' your Eye, . 
This Lip, that Chin f Methinks you do referable 
Ore o' the Aufiriacit Princes. Fac, Very like, 
l^ti Father was an Irifi Coftarmonger. 

Mam, The Houfe oiFa/ois jufl had fuch a Nofc, 
And fuch a Forehead, yet the Medici 
Of F/orence boaft. Do/, Troth, and I have been lik'ne4 
To all thefe Princes. Fac, 1*11 be fworn, I heard it. 

Mam, I know not how I it is not any one. 
But e*n the very choice of all their Features. 

Fac, 1*11 in, and laugh. Mam. A certain Touch, 
or Air, 
That fparkles a Divinity, beyond 
An earthly Beauty ( Do/, O, you play the Courtier. 

Mam, Good Lady, gi* me leave — 

Do/, In faith, I may not. 
To mock me. Sir. Mam, To burn in this fweet Flame | 
The Phcenix never knew a nobler Death. 

Do/, Nay, now you court the Courtier, and deHroy 
What you would build. This Art, Sir, i' your words. 
Calls your whole Faith in queilion. Mam.^'y my 
Soul 

Do/, Nay Oadis are made o' the iame air, Sir« 

Mam* Nature 

Never 
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Never bedowM upon Mortality 
A more unblamM, a more harmonious Feature : 
She play'd the Step-dame in all Faces elfe. 
Sweet Madam, le* me be particular - ■ 

J)o/. Particular, Sir ? I pray you, know your DiiFance; 

Mam* In no illfenfe, fweet Lady, but to ask 
How you fair Graces pafs the Hours ? I fee 
Yo' arelodgfd here, i* the Houfe of a rare' Man, 
An excellent Artifl ; but what^s that to you ? ' 

DoL Yes, Sir ; I ftudy here the MathematUks, 
And DiftUlation. Mam, O, cry you pardon. 
He^s a Divine InftruAor, can extract 
The Souls of all things by his Art; call all 
The Vertues, and the Miracles of the Sun, 
fnto a temperate Furnace ; teach dull Natirt 
What her own Forces are. A Man, the £mp*rM 
Has courted, above Kelley ; fent his Medals 
And Chains, ^ invite him. 

Dol* 1, and for his Phyfick, Sir 
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Mam, Above the Art oi JBfculapius^ 
That drew the Envy of the Thunderer f 
I know all this, and more. D«/. Trodi, I am taki«> 

Sir, 
Whole with thefe Studies, that contemplate Nature. 

Mam, it is a noble Humour : But this Form 
Was not intended to fo dark a ufe. 
Had you been crooked, foul, of fome courfe Mold, 
A Cloyftcr had done well ; . but fuch a Feature 
That might itand up the Glory of a Kingdom, 
To live Reclufe ! is a meer Solaecifmy 
Though in a Nunnery. It mud not be. 
I mufe, my Lord your Brother will permit it \ 
You ihould fpend half my Land firft, were I he. 
Does not this Diamant better on my Finger, 
Than i* the Quarry ? Dol, Yes. Mam. Why, you art 

like it. 
You were created. Lady, for the Light.! 
Here, you fhAU wear it ; take it, the firft Pledge 
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t)f nyhdt I (beaky to bind you to believe me« 

DoL In Chains of Adamant i 

Mam. Yes* the firongeft Bands. 
And take a Secret too. Here» by your Side, 
Doth fland, thjs Hour, the happieft Man in Europe* 

DeL You are contented. Sir ? Mam. Nay, in tmf 
being, 
TJie Envy of Princes, and the Fear of States. 

Dol. Say you fo. Sir Epicure ! 

Mam. Yes, and thon fhalt prove it. 
Daughter of Honour. I have caft mine Eye 
Upon thy Form, and I will rear this Beauty 
Above all Styles. Do/. You mean no Treafon^ Sir f 

Mam. No, I will take away that Jealouiie. 
I am the Lord of the PhiJofopher's Stone, 
And thou the Lady. Dol. How, Sir ! ha* you that 7 

Mam. I am the Mafter of ihtMaJlery. 
This day the good old Wretch here o' the Houft 
Has made it for us : Now he*s at FrojeSion. 
Think there thy firft Wilh now ; let me hear it : 
And it (hall rain into thy Lap» no Shower, 
But Floods of Gold, whole Catarads, a Delage, 
To get a Nation on thee. DoL You are pleas'd, Sir^ 
To work on the Ambition of our Sex. 

Mam. Pm pleasM the Glory of her Sex fhould know. 
This Nook, here, of the Friers is no Climate 
For her to live obfi:urely in, to learn 
Phyiick and Surgery, for the Conftables Wife 
Of fome odd Hundred in EJfex : but come forth, 1 
And tafte the Air ef Palaces ,- eat, drink 
The Toils of Emfricks^ and their boafted Praftice ; 
Tindure of Pearl, and Corral, Gold and Amber ; 
Be feen at Feafts and Triumphs ; have it ask*d. 
What Miracle fhe is ? Set all the Eyes 
Of Court afire, like a Buming-glais, 
And work 'em into Cinders, when the Jewels 
Of twenty Stars adorn thee, and the Light 
ftnkea out the Stars; that when thy Name is mentioned. 

Queens 
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Queens may look pale; and we but (hewing our Love, 
Nero's Poppaa may be loft in Story ! 
Thus will wc have it. DoL I could well confent, Sir. 
But, in a Monarchy, how will this be ? 
The Prince will foon uke notice, and both feife 
You and your Stom^ it Being a Wealth unfit 
For any private Subjea. Mam, If he knew it. 
DoL Your fdf do boaft it, Shr. Mam. To thee, ny 

Life. 
DoL O, but beware. Sir ! You may conie to end 
The remnant of your Days in a loathM Prifon, 
By fpeaking of it. Mam. 'Tis no idle fear : 
We'll therefore go withal, my Girl, and live 
In a Free State, where we will eat our Mullets, 
Sous'd in High-Country Wines, fup Pheafants Egg«, 
And have our Cockles, boil'd in Silver Shelf, ^ 
Our Shrimps to fwim' again, as when they liv'd. 
In a rare Butter, made of Dolphins Milk, 
Whofe Cream does look like Opals 5 and with thefe 
Delicate Meats fet our felves high for Pleafure, 
And take us down again, and then renew 
Our Youth and Strength, with drinkmg the Elixir^ 
And fo enjoy a Perpetuity 

Of Life and Luft. And thou (hak ha' thy Wardrobe 
Richer than Nat^ris, ftill to change thy felf. 
And vary oftner, for thy Pride, than Ihe, 
Or Jrt, her wife and almoft-cqual Servant. 

Fac. Sir, you are too loud, I hear you ev'ry word 
Into the Laboratory. Some fitter place ; 
The Garden, or great Chamber above. How like you 
her? 

Mam. Excellent! Lungs. There's for thee. 

Fac. But do you hear f 
Good Sir, beware, no mention of the Rabbins. 

Mam. We think not on 'cm. 

Fac. O, it is weU, Sir. Subtle ! 

SCENE 
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SCENE 11. 

Face, Subtle^ Kafiril^ Dame, Pliantl 

lac, Doft thouLnot laugh ? 

i^. Yes. Are they gone ? Fac. All*s clear. 

Sub» The Widow is come. 

Fac, And your quarrelling Difciple ? 

^uh, I. Fac. I mufl to my Captainihip again thea^ 

^«^. Stay, bring 'em in firft. 

Fac. So I meant. What is ihe ? 
A Botr^'hell? Suh, I know not. Mac, We'll draw Lots; 
You'll dand to that ? 

Sub, What elfe ? Fac. O, for a Suit, 
To fall now like a Curtain, flap. Sub. To th' Door; 
Man. 

Fac. You'll have the firft Kifs, 'cauTe I am not read^. 

Sub, Yes, and perhaps hit you thro' both the NoftriU. 

Fac. Who would you fpeaK with? 

Ka/. Where's the Captain ? Fac. Gone» Sir, 
About fome Bufinefs. 

Kaf. Gone ? Fac. Hell return ftraight. 
But Mader Do6tor, his Lieutenant, is here. 

Sub* Come near, my worihipful Boy, my Terra Fi&, 
That is, my Boy of Land; make thy Approaches: 
Welcome : I know thy Luft, and thy Defires* 
And I will ferve and fatisfie 'em. Begin, 
Charge me from thence, or thence, or in this Line; 
Here is my Center : Ground thy Quarrel. Ka/. You Ke; 

Sub. How, Child of Wrath and Anger ! the loud Lie ? 
For what, my fudden Boy ? Ka/. Nay, that look 

you to, 
J am afore-hand. Sub. O, this's no true Graffimar, 
And as in Legici ! You muH render Caufes, Child, 
Your firft and iecond Intentions, know your Canons, 
And your Dtvijtans, Moods, Degrees, and Differences, 
Your Predicaments^ Subfiance, and Occident, 
Series extern and intern, with their Caufes, 
E^eient, Material, Formal, Final, And 
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•And ha' your Elements perfed — Kaf. What is this \ 

The angry Tongue he talks in ? Sub, Thzt/a//e Pruefi 

Of being before-hand, has deceived a number, 

^nd made 'cm enter Quarrels, often-times, 

«»ore they were aware ; and afterward, 

Againft their Wills. Ka/. How muft I do then, Sir? 

Suh, I cry this Lady mercy : She ihould firft 
Have been faluted. I do call you I^dy, 
Becaufe you are to be one, ere't belong. 
My (oft and buxom Widow. [He kiffes her, 

Kaf. Is (he, i' faith ? 

Sulf. Yes, or my Art is an egregious Liar. 
Kaf, How know you ? 
Sui: By infpe^ion on her Forehead, 
And fubtlety of her Lip, which muft be tailed 
Often, to make a Judgment. 'Slight, fhe melts 

[He kiffes her again. 
Like a Myraholave! Here u yet a Line, 
Ih Ri'vo Frontist tells me, he is no Knight. 

Pit. What is he then. Sir? Sub, Let me fee your Hand. 
O, your Linea Fortuna makes it plain ; 
And Stella here, in Monte Veneris : 
But, moil of all, junSurd annularis. 
He is a Soldier, or a Man of Art, Lady ; 
But (hall havefome great Honour fhortly. Pli, Brother, 
'He's a rare Man, believe me ? Kaf, Hold your peace. 
Here comes the t'other rare Man. *Save you. Captain: 
Fac, Good Mailer Kaftril, Is this- your Sifter ? Kaf. 
I, Sir. 
Pleafe to kufs her, and be proud to know her ? 
Fac, I ihall be proud to know you, Lady. Fli. 
Brother, 
He calls me Lady too. Kaf, I, peace. I heard it. 
Fac, The Count is come. 
SiA, Where is he ? Fac, At the Door. 
Sub^ Why, you muft enteruin him. Fac. What'U 
you do 
With tbefe the while? 

Sub. 
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SuB, Why, have 'em up, and fhew 'em 
Some fuflain Book, or the dark Glafs. Fac. 'F6reGod» 
She is delicate Dab chick ! I mufl have her. 

Sui, Muft you ? J, if your Fortune will, you mull. 
Come, Sir, the Captain will come to us prefently t 
rU ha' you to ray Chamber of Demonftrationsy 
Where I'll ihew you both the Grammar and Logick^ 
And Rhetorick of Quarrelling ; my whole Method 
Drawn out in Tables ; and my Ihdrumenc, 
That hath the feveral Scales upon'c, fhall make yoix 
Able to quarrel, at a Straws-breadth by Moon-light* 
And» Lady, 1 11 have you look in a Glafs, 
Some half an hour, but to clear your £ye-fighe» 
Againft you fee your Fortune ; which is greater 
Than I may judge upon the fudden, truit me* 

S C EN E iir. 

Fact, Subtley Surly.] 

Fat, Where are you, Dedlor ? 

StUf. rU come to you prefendy. 

Fac. I will ha' this fame Widow, now I ha' feen her. 
On any Compoiition. Sub, What do you fay ? 

Fac. Ha' you difpos'dof them ? Sub. I ha' fent 'em 
up. 

Fac. Subtle, In troth, I needs muft have this Wi-' 
dow. 

Sub, Is that the matter ? 

Fac. Nay, but hear me. Sub. Go to. 
If you rebel once. Bo! (hall know it all. 
Therefore be quiet, and obey your Chance. 

Fac, Nsiy, thou art fo violent now — Do but conceive. 
Thou art old, and canft not fervc— — 

Sub, Who, cannot I ? 
* Slight, I will ferve her with thee, for a — Fac. Nay, 
But underftand : Fll gi' you Compofition. 

Sub. I will not treat with thee : What, fell my For- 
tune ? 

D *Tit 
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"Tis better than my JBirth-right. Do not murmur, 
Win her, and carry her. If you grumble, Dol 
Xnows it direaiy. Fac, WeIJ» Sir, I am filent. 
Will you go help to fetch Don in flate ? 
- ^a^i I follow you. Sir ; We mull keep Face in awc^ 
Or he will over-look us like a Tyrant. 
Brain of a Taylor ! Who comes here ? Don John ? 

[ Surly like a Spaniard. 
Sur. Sennores, hefo las manos, a 'vuejfras mercedes. 
Su6. Would you had Hoop'd a little, and kift our anos* 
Face. Peace, Subtle, Sttb. Stab me ; I fhall never 
hold, man. 
He looks in that deep RufF, like a Head in a Platter, 
Serv'd in by a (hort Clokc upon two Treffils. 
Faci Or^ what do you fay to a Collar of JSrawn, 
cut down 
Beneath the Soufe, and wriggled with a Knife } 
Sub. 'Slud, he does look too fat to be a Spaniard. 
Fac. Perhaps fome Flemings or fome Hollander got 
him 
In d* Al<vti^ time ; Count Egmonf% Ballardi Sub. DoUy 
Your fc^rvy, yellow, Madrid Face is welcome. 

' Sur. Gratia. Sub. He fpeaks out of a Fortification. 
Pray God, he ha' no Squibs in thofe deep Sets. 
Sur. For dios, Sennores, muy linda cafa ! 
Sub. What fays he ? Fac. Praifes the Houfe, I think, 
I know no more but's Adlion. Sub. Yes, the Ca/a, 
My precious Diego, will prove fair enough 
To cozen you in. Do you mark ? You fhall 
Be cozen'd, Diego. Fac. Coz«n'd do you fee ? 
My worthy Donscel cozen'd. Sur, Entiendo. 

Sub. Do you intend it? So do we, dear Don. 
Have you brought Piftolets, or Portagues, 
My folemn Don ? Doll thou feel any ? Fac. Full. 

[He feels his Pockets: 
Sub. You (hall be emptied, Don, pumped and drawn 
Dtry, as they fay. Fac. Milked, in troth, fweet Don. 
Sub. See all the Monil;ers i the great Lign of all, Don. 

Sur. 
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Smr. Cm lUentia^ Jit puede nnra eft a Siunora ? 

Sub. What talks he now ? 

Fac, O'the S^nnora, Sub, -O, Doh. 
That is the Lionefs, which you ihall fee 
AJfo, Hiy Don. Fac. *Slid« ^«^//p, how ihall we do f 

5«^. For what ? 

Fac. Why DgP^ employed, you know, Suh^ That'a 
true; 
?Pore Heaven. I know not : He mud ^y, that*d all; 

Fac. Stay ! That he mail not by no means. 

Sub. No I Why ? 

Fac. Unlefs youUl mar all, 'Slight, he'll fufped it: 
And then he will not -pay, not half fo well. 
This is a travelPd Punk-mafter» and do's know 
All the Delays ; a notable hot Rafcal, 
And looks already rampant. Sub. 'Sdeath, and Mam^^ 

mon 
Mull not be troubled. Fac: Mammon, in no cafe: 

Sub. What (hall we do then ? 

Faci Think : you mufl be fudden. 

Sur. Entiendo, qua la Sennora es tan hermoja, que e9' 
dich tan 
m ver la, como la bien aventuranze^ de mi n)ida: 

Fac* Mi vida ? 'Slid,. Subtk, he puts me in mind ol^ 
tjie Widow, 
What doft thou fay to draw her to't? ha ? 
And tell her it is her Fortune ? All our Venture 
Now lies upon*r. It is but one Man more, .' 

Which on's chance to have her : and beiide 
There is no Maidenhead to be fear'd or loil ; 
What doll thou think on't, Subtle. 

Sub. Who, U Why ? 

Fac. The Credit of our Houfe too is cngag'd. 

Sub. You made me an offer for. my Share ere- while,' 
What wilt thou g' 9i€ ; i' faith ? Fac. O, by that Light 
ril not buy now. You know your doom to me. 
E'en take your Lot, obey your Chance, Sir; win her. 
And wear her out for me. 

D z Sub: 
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Su6. 'Slight, I'll not work her then. 

Fac. It is the Common Cau/e; therefore bethink yon; 
Dol t\it muft know it, as you faid. Sidf. I care not. 

Sur, SennoreSf for que fe tarda tanta f 

Suh. Faith, I am not fit| I am old. 

Fac. Thafs now no Reaibn, Sir. 

Sur, Fueiejety de ha%er bur la di mi amor, 

Fac, You hear the Don too? By this' Air, I call. 
And loofe the Hinges ; Dol, Sub, A Plague of Hell ■ * 

Fac, Will youthen do f Sub. Y 6' arc B.terrib/i Roguf, 
rU think of this . Will you. Sir, call the Widow ? 

Fac, Yes, and I'll take her too, with all her faults. 
Now I do think on't better. ^tf^.With all my heart, Sirfi 
Am I dlfcharg'd o'the Lot ? Fac. As you pleaie. 

Sub. Hands. 

Fac, Remember now, that upon any Change, 
You never claim her. 

Sub, Much good Joy, and Health to you. Sir. 
Marry a Whore ? Fate, let me wed a Witch firft, 

Sur, For ejias honradds barbas — — 

Sub* He fweart by his Beard. 
Di^atch, and call the Brother too. 

Sur, TiengOf duda, Sennores, 
^i no me hogan alguna ir^cion. 

Sub, How, iiTue on ? Yes, prarfio Sennof. Pleafe yoa 
Enihratha the Ckambraia^ worthy Don ? 
Where if you pleafe the Fates^ in your Bathada, 
You fhaU be foak*d, and (Iroak'd, and tub'd, and rub*d« 
And fcrubM, and fub*d, dear Don, before you go. 
Youihall in faith, my fcurvy Baboon Don^ 
Be curried, claw'd, and flaw'd, and taw'd, indeed. 
I will the heartilier go about it now. 
And make the Widow a Punck fo much the fooner. 
To be reveng'd on this impetuous Face : 
The quickly doing of it, is the grace. 



SCENI 
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SCENE IV. 

Fact, Kafirliy Da. PlianU Subtle^ Surly. 

Fac, Come, Lady : I knew the Dodtor would not leav^ 
Till he had found the very nick of her Fortune. 

Kaf. To be a Count efs, fay yoo f A Spanifi Count efs. Sir f 
Pit, Why, is that better than an Englifi? Countefs f 
Fac, Better ? ^Slight, make you that a Queftion, Lady ? 
Kaf, Nay, (he is a Fool, Captain, yon mud pardon her. 
Fac. Ask from your Courtier, to your Inns of-Court; 
man. 
To your meer Millener ? they will tell you all. 
Your Spanijl) Gennet is the bed Horfe ; your Spanifik 
Stbup is the bell Garb; your Spanijh Beard 
Is the beil. Cut ; your Spani/h Ru& are the beft 
Wear ; your Spanijh Pavin the befl Dance ; 
Your Spanijh ficillation in a Glove 
The bell Perfume. And for your Spanijh Pike, 
And Spanijh Blade, let your poor Captain fpeak. 
Here comes the Doctor. Sub. My moft honoured Ladj^ 
( For fo I am now to ilyle you, having found 
By this my Scbeme, you are to undergo 
^An honourable Fortune, very fhortly ) 
What will you fay now, if ibme— ^ 

Fac, I had told her all« Sir i 
And her right worfhipful Brother here, that Hie fhaU b« ] 
A Count ejs ; do not delay 'em, Sir : a Spanijh Counti/s. 

Sub, Still, my fcarceworihipful Captain, youcankeq^ 
Na Secret. Well, fince he has told you, Madani« 
Do>^ou forgive him, and I da 
KaJ She ihall do that. Sir, 
ril look to't, 'tis my Charge. 

Sub. Well then: Nought refb 
But that (he fit her Love now to her Fortune* 

Pit. Truly I (hall never brook a Spaniard, Sub. No t 
Pli. Never fin' Eighty-eight could I abide 'em, 
Aod that was fome tbree year afore I was born, in truth; 

I> 3 Sub. 
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Suh, Come, you muft love him^ or be miferable; 
Chufe which yoli will. 

Fac, By this good Rulh/* perfuade her. 
She will cry Strawberries elfe, within this Twelve-month i 
' Suk Nay, Shads and Mackarcl, which is Worfe; 

Fac, Indeed, Sir ? 

• Kaf, God*J5 lid, you ftiall love him, or I'll kick yo«; 
Fit, Why? 

Vll do asyoa will ha* me. Brother. Kaf. Do,' 
Or by this Hand Til maul you. Fac, Nay, g6od Sir 
Be not ib fierce. Sub. •No,- my enragfed Child, 
She will l?e rul'd,; What, when (he comes to taHe 
The Pleafure 6f a Countefs'! to be conrted-ii 

Fac! iteid kift, and ruffled ! Sub. I, behind the Hang^ 
ings. 

Fac, And then come fqrth in Pomp f 

Sub. And know her State ! 

Fac. Of keeping all th' Idolaters o' the Chamber 
3arer to her^ than at their Prayers ! Sub, Is ferv'd 
Upon the Kneel Fac, And as her Pages, Uftier?, 
footmen, and Coaches — ^ . 

Sub. Her fix Mares— F/?^. "Nay, eight! 

Sub. To hurry her through London^ to th* Eocchang^t 

JSet^letfti the Chtna-houfe Fac, Yes, and have 

The Citizens gape dt her, and praffe her TJrcs ? 
And my Lords Goofe -turd Bands, that rides with'hct- ! 
. • . Kaf. Moll brave ! By this Hand, you are not ray Siflc^jj 
If you refufe. ^FU, I will not refufe. Brother. 
*. Sub, ^e es efo, Sennores, que'non fr venga P 
Ffla tardanxn me mata ! Fac, Is it the Count come F 
The Do6lor knew he would be fiere, by his Art. 

Sul^, En gallanta Madama, Don ! gallanttjfima ! 

Sur. For todos los diofej, h mas acabada 
Jiermofura, que be. ^vifto en mi *vida ! 

fac, Is'c not a gallant Language that they fpeak ? 

• kaf An admirable Language! Is't not French f 
Fac^ No, Sfani/h, Sir, Kaf. It goei like lA^^French^ 

And 
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And diati they fay, is the Courtlieft Language. Fac^ 

Lift, Sir. 

Sur, El Sol ha per dido fu lumhre, con d 
RefplandoTy que trat efia, iama, Valga me dios ! 

Fac, He admires your Sifter 

Kaf, Muft not fhe make Curt'fie ? 

Stdf. 'Ods wilU fhe muil go to him, Man, and kifs him ! 
It is the Spanijb Faftiion, for the Women 
To make firft Court. Fac. ^Th true he tells you. Sir: 
^s Art knows all. Sur. For que nofe acude f 

Kaf. He fpeaks to her, T think. Fae. That he does, Sir. 

Sur, For el amor de dios\ que es ejlo, que fe tarda ? 

Kaf. Nay, fee ; Ihe will not underftand him ! Gull. 
Nodcly. Fit, What fay you. Brother ? Kaf. Afs, Silled, 
Go kufs him, as the cunning "Man would ha' you, 
I'll thruft a Pin i' your Buttocks elfe. Fac. O, no Sir. 

Sur, Sennora mi a, mi perfona muy indigna efia 
jUle^ar a tanta Ihrmofura. 

Fac, Does he not ufe her bravely f Kaf Bravely, i* 
faith! 
* V.Jizf. Nay, he will ufe her better. JT/^ Do yoa thinly 
fo ? 

Sur, Sennora, ftfera fer'vida, entremus,. 

Caf Where does be carry her f 

Fac, I i^to the Garden, Sir; . 
Take you no thought : I mall interpret for her. 

Sub, Give Dol the Word. Come, my fierce Child, 
advance. 
We'll to our quarrelling Leflbn agaiin. Kaf Agreed, 
I love zSfaniJh Boy with all my Heart. 

Su6, Nay, and by this means, Sir, you Ihall be Brother 
' To a great CouMt, Kaf, I, I knew that at firft. 
This Match will advance the Hoafe of the Kafrils* 

Sub. 'Pray God your Sifter proveM}Ut pliant. 

Kaf Why, 
Her Name is fo, by her other Husband. Sub, How? • 

Kaf The Widow Pliant, Knew you not that ? 

Sub. No faith, Sir : 

O4 Yct^ 
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Yet, by creftion of her Figure, I gueft it. 

Come, let* s gopraftife. Kaf, Yes, but do yoa think, DoAor^ 

I e*er ihall quarrel well ? Sub, I warrant yoo. 

S C E N E V. 

Dolf Mammon, Face^ Suhtie, 

Dol For, after Alexander'/ Death— {In her ft of talking* 

Mam, Good Lady 

Dol* nat Perdiccas and Antigonus ^were fain, 
IThe t^jo thatfiood^ Seleuc', ^zWPtolmee 

Mam. Madam. Dol Made up the t^wo Legs^ anithi 
fourth Beafl^ 
IHiat fwas Gog-northy and Egypt-fouth : <which after 
Was caWd Gog- Iron- leg, and South Iron-leg — ilf<««r.La— ■ 

DoL And then Gog-horned, So ivas Egypt, too. 
Then Egypt clay-legy and Gog clay-leg • 

Mam. Sweet Madam. 

Dol. And laft Gog-duft, and Egypt dufi, mihich fall 
In the laft Link of the fourth Chain. And thefe 
Be Stars in Story, nvhich none fee or look at ■ 

Mam. What fhall I do ? Dol. For, as he fays, except 
We call the Rahbifu, and the Heathen Greeks • 

Mam. Dear Lady. Dol To come from Salem, and from 
Athens, 
Jnd teach the People of great Britain 

Fac. What's the Matter, Sir? 

Doi. TofpeahtheTongueofl^htx, and JslVSltI — Mam'.O 
She's in her fit. DoL We JhaJlknofw nothing — Fac^ Deatb^ 
Sir, 
. We are undone. Dol. Where then a learned Linguif 
$ hall fee the ancient usd communion 
OfFonvels and Conjonants — Fac. My Maftcr will hear ? 

Dol. A Wijdom^ ivhich Pythogoras held moft high-^-^ 

Mam. Sweet honourable Lady. DoL To i^mprize 
All founds ofVoyees, infevj Marks of Letters* 

Fdc. Nay, you mult never hope to lay het now* 

DoL And ib we may arrive by Talmud SkiJL 
And prophane Grttk, to raife the building up . 

Of 
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Of Helens Houfe againft the I/mealite, 
King of Tifogarma, and his Habergions 
Brimftooy* blue, and fiery ; and the Force 
Of King Abaddon, and the Bead ofCittimi 
Which Rabbi Da^vid Kimcbi, Onke/oSf 
And Jben Ezra do interpret Rome, 

Fac, How did you put herinto'c? Mam, AIas> I talkM 
Of a fifth Monarchy 1 would ered» 

[Th^ ^eak together* 
With the Pbiio/opbers (by chance) and (he 
Falls on the other four ftraighc Fac, Out of Brougbton 
I told you fo. 'Slid fiop her Mouth. Mam, I&*t bed ? 

Fae, She^ll never leave elfe. If the old Maa hear her» 
We arc but/^cw, Afties. . Sub, What's to do there ? 

Fac^ O, we are loiL Now (he hears hin», {he is quiet* 

Mam. Where ihall I hide me ? 

[ Upon Subde'/ iutry they dij^erjt. 

Sub, How ! what fight is here ! 
Clofe deeds of Darkne^, and that ihun the light f 
Bring him again. Who is he ? what, my Son ! 
O, 1 have iiv'd too long. Mam, Nay^ good dear Father, 
^here was no unchaile purpofe. S)ib, Not ? and flee me 
When I come in ? Mam, That was my Error. Sub. Error ? 
Guilt, guilt> my Son. Give it the right name. No marvel^ 
If I found cheek in our great work within, 
When^ fuch a&irs as,thefe were maoaging.! 

Mam. Why, have you fo I 

Sub. It has flood ftill this half Hour : 
And all the reft of our /eji Works gone backr 
Where is the Inftrument of Wickednefs, 
My lewdfalfe Drudge? Mam. Nay, good. Sir,. blame not 

him 
Believe me, *twas againft his will, or knowledge* 
JH faw her by chance. Sub, Will ypu commit more fia 
T* excufe a Varlet ? Mam. By my "hope 'tis true. Sir. 

Suh, Nay, then I wonder lefs, if you, for whom 
The blefiingf was prepared, would fo tempt Heaven :< 
Aadlofe your Fortunes. Mam. Why Sir? 

n^ Ssti 
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Suh. This '11 mard 
The <work, a Month at lea^. Mam. Why, if it ddj 
What remedy ? bat think it not, good Father : 
Our PurpoTes were honeft. Snh. As they were. 
So the Reward will prove. How now f Aye me. 
Godj and all Saints be good to as. What's that ? 
^ . [A great Crack and Noife within^ 

Fac, O Sir, we are defeated ! all the ff^vrh 
Are flown in fumo : every Glafs is burft. 
Pornace, and all rent down ! as if a bolt 
Of Thunder had been driven through the Houfi»« 
J^etortSf Recei'versi Peilicanes^ Bolt-heads, 
< All ftruck in (hivers, ! Help, good Sir ! alas, 

[ Subtle yrf//i dnwn as in afaooml 
.Coldflefsand death invades him.^ Nay, Sir Af««r«r^/fji 
Do the fair office of a Man ! You ftand^ ^ 
As you were, readier to depart than he. 
^Who's there ? My Lord her Brother is come. 
Mam, Ha, Luf^s ? 

Fac, His Coach is at the Door. Avoid his fight. 
For he's as furious as his lifter is mad. [ One knochi 

Mam, Alas ! 

Fac, 'My Brain is quite onddne, with the ftimc, Sir. 
I ne'er muft hope to be mine own Man again. 

Mam. Is all loft, Lungs f Will nothing be preferv'4' 
Of all our coft ? Fae. Faith very little. Sir. 
A Peck of Coals, or fo, which is cold comfort, Sir. 
Mam. O my voluptuous mind! I am joftly ponifliM j 
Fac, And foam I, Sir. 
Mam. Caft from all my Hopes ■; 

Fac, Nay, certainties. Sir. 
Mam, By mine own bafe aiFedlions. 
^uh. O, the curft Fruits of Vice and Luft f 

[Subtle y^^OT/ iQcome to himfelfi 
Mam. Good Father, 
It was my Sin. Forgive it. ^uh. Hangs my Roof . 
Over us ftill, and will not fall, O Juftice, 
Upon ttSj for this wicked Mast ! Fac. Nay, look^ Sir, 

You 
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You grieve him now with flaying in his fight : 
Good Sir, the noble Man will come too, and take you^ 
And that may breed a Tragedy. Mam, Til go. 

Fac. I, and repent at home, Sin It may be. 
For fomc good Penance you may ha't yet, 
A hundred Pound to the Box at Beflem Mam, Yes^ 

Fac. For the reftoring fuch as ha' their Wits. 

Mam. riido't. 

Fac. I'U fend one to you to receive it. Mam. Do. 
Is no prcjeaion left ? Fac. All flown, or ftinks. Sir. 

Mam. Will nought be fav'd, tha^s good for Mcd'cme* 
thiak^fl thoQ ? 

Fac. I cannot tdl. Sir. There wiil bc^ perhaps, . 
Something, about the fcraping of the Shardes, 
Will cure the Itch, tho' not your itch of mind, Sir. 
It fhall be fav'd for you, and fent home. Good Sir, 
This way, for fear the Lord fliofald meet you. ^ub. Face: 

Fac, I. ^ub. Is heg©ne? Fac. Yes, and as heavily 
As ail the Gold he hop'd for, were in his Blood. 
Let us be light though. Sub. I, as Balls, and bound 
And hit our Heads againfi the Roof for joy : 
There^s £o much of our care now caft away. 

Fac. Now to our Ihn. 

Sub. Yes, your young widow, by this time 
Is made a Counufi : Face, Sh'^has been in travsul 
Qf'a. young Heir for yon. 

Fac. Good, Sir. Sub, Off wvthyonr cafe. 
And gre^t her kindly, as a Bridegroom fhonld,. 
After thefe common has»rds. Fac. Very weD, Sir;^ 
Will you go fetch Don Diego off, the while f 

SuL And fetch him over too, if youMI be pleas'd,Sirr 
Would Do/ were in her Place, to pick his Pockets now. 

Fac. Why, you can do it as well, if you would fet to't» 
I pray you prove your Vertue. Sab. For your fikke, Sir^ 

SCENE VL 

Surfy, Da. PSanf, Subtle, Faa. 

, Sur. Lady, you fee into what Hands you are fainf 
'^MoBgit what a nell of Villains ! and how near 

Your 
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Your Honour was t'have catchM a certain dap 
( Thro' your credulity) had I but been 
So pund^ually forward, as place, time. 
And other Circumftances would ha' made a Man : 
For yo'are a handfome Woman, would you were wifetoo«w 
I am a Gendeman come here difguisM, 
Only to find the Knaveries of this Citadel, 
And where I might ha' wrong'd your honour, and ha* not, 
I clahn fome Inter^ft in your Love. You are, ' 
They fay, a widow, rich : and I am a Batchdlor, 
Wonh nought : your Fortunes may make me a Man» 
As mine ha' prelerv'd you a Woman. Think upoa it,^ 
And whether I have deferv'd you, or no. 
Pli. I will, Sir. 

Sur. AndforthefeHoulhold-rogues, letmealon^ 
To treat with them. 

StS, How doth my noble Di^ ? 
And my dear Madam CounUfs f Hath the Count 
Been courteous, Lady I liberal ? and opea^ 
Donfel, methinks you look melancholick, . 
After your mtum, and fcurvy ! True-ly^ 
I do not like (he dullnefs of your Eye, 
It hath a heavy caft, 'tis upfee-Dutcb, 
And fays you are a lumpiih Whore-mailer. 
Be lighter, I will make your pockets fo. 

[He falls to ticking o/thimi 
Sur. Will you, Don Bawd, and pick-purte ? How 
now ! Red you ? 
Stand up. Sir, you ihall iind iince I am fi> heavy, 
I'll gi' you equal weight Sub, Help, murder I 
Sur. No, Sir. There's no fuch thing intended.. A goo4 
Cart, 
And a dean Whip ihall eafe you of that fear. 
I am the Spanijb Dan^ that fhould be cozened. 
Do you fee ? cozened ? where's your Captain Face T 
That Parcel-broker, and whole- bawd, all Raskal. 
Fac. Hovf^Surlj I Sur. 0> make your approach, good 
Captain. 
I have found from whence your Copper Rings and ^oona 

0>mej| 
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Coined now, wherewith yoa cheat abroad in Taverns. 
* Twas here you ieam*d t'anoint your Boot with Brimflonc^ 
Then rub Mens Gold on't, for a kind pf Touch, 
And fay 'twas naaght, when you had changed the Colour^ 
That you might ha't for nothing. And this Dodor^ 
Your fboty, Imoky-bearded compeer, he 
Will dofe you fo much Gold, in a Bolts- head. 
And, pn a turn, convey (i*the dead) another 
Wiihfublim'd Mercury, that Ihall burft i' the heat,! 
And fly out all in fumo ? Then weeps Mammon : 
Then fwoons his Worfhip. . Or, he is the FaufttUy 
That cafteth Figures, and can Conjure, cures 
Plagues, Piles, and Pox, by the Epbemerides, 
And holds Intelligence with all the Bawds, j 

And Midwives of three Shires ? while yon fend in— ^ 
Captain, (what is he gone?j Dam'fels with Child^ 
Wives that are barren, or the waiting Maid 
"With the Green Sicknefs ? Nay, Sir, yoa muft tan^ 
Tho* he be fcap'd ; and. anfwer, by the Ears, Sir. 

SCENE VIL 

TacBt Kafirih ^uriy, Sutt/e, Druggir, Ananias^ DamiL 

Pliant, Dol. 

Fac. Why, now's the. time, if ever you will quarrel 
Well (as they fey} and be a true-born Child. 
The Dodlor, and your Sifter both are abused. 

Kaf* Where is he ? which is he ? he is a Slave 
What e'er he is, and the Son of a Whore. Are you 
The Man, Sir, I would know ? Sur, I Ihould be loth, Sir; 
To confeis fo much. Kaf. Then you lie i* your Throat ? 

SuTi^ How? 

Fac, A very errant Rogue, Sir, and a cheater. 
Employed here by another Conjurer, 
That does not love the Dodor, and would crofs him^ 
If he knew how— Sur, Sir, you are abused. Kofi You lye i 
And 'tis no matter. Fac. Well iaidj Sir. He is 
J^bt impud^*ft Raskftl-— 



Sttf. You arc indeed. Will you hear me. Sir ? 

Fnc, By no means : Bid him be gone. Kaf. ^ gone^ 
Sir, quickly. 

Sur, This s ftrange f Lady, do you infbf m your Brother! 

Fac, There is not fuch a foiitin all the Town, 
The Dodlor had him prefcncly : and finds yet. 
The Spanijk Count will Come here. Bear up, Subtle. 

Sub, Yes, Sir, he muft appear within this hour. 

Fac. And yet this Rogue will come in a difguife^ 
By the Temptation of another Spirit, 
To ^rottWc our Art, tho' he could not hurt it. Kaf, I^ 
I know — Away, you talk like a fbolilli Mauther. 

Sur. Sir, all is truth, (he fays. Fac, Do not believe him,Sir» 
Heisihe.lying'ft Swabber f Come your ways. Sir. 

Sur, You are valiant out of Company. Kaf, Ycs^ 
How then. Sir ? 

Fac, Nay, here's an honeft Fellow too, that knows himjj. 
And all his Tricks. (Make good what I fay, Jbe/) . 
This cheater would ha' cozenM thee o' the Widow. 
He owes this honeft Drugger^ here, feven Pound, 
He hat had on him, in two-peniiy'orths of tobacco. 

Dru. Yes, Sk. Aod he liu damaM ^imfelf xhxt% 
Terms to pay me-- 

Fac, And whsitdo^s he owe for Lotium? Dr» Thirty^ 
Shillings, Sir. 
And for fix Syringes, Sur, Hydra of Villany \ 

Fac. Nay, Sir, you muft quarrel him out o' the Hou{e» 

Kaf, I will. — Sir, if you get not out o' Doors, you lye 5 
And you are a Pimp^ Sur. Why, this is Madnefs, Sir^ 
Kot Valor in you ; I mull laugh at this. 

Kaf. It is my Humour : you area Pimp^ and a Trig, 
And an Amadii de Gauhy or a Don ^ixot. 

Dru. Or a Knight o' the curious Coxcomb, Do you fee ? 

Jna. Peace to the Hoaihold. Kaf V\\ keep Peaces 
for no MaB% 

Jna. Calling of Dollers is concluded lawful. 

Kaf Ishe theConilable.^ Sub^Peace^Jnmias, Facj 
No, Sir. 
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^a/l Then jotL arc an Ofnr^ and a SiaJ, a ^f^rt, 
A very Tim, Sm-. You'll hear me, Sir ? if^/ I will not. 
jfna. What is the Motive? S»i, Zeal in the jroung 
Gentleman, 
Againfl: his Spanijb S!x)ps— — ^jw. They are Prophane> 
Lewd, Superftitious, and Idolatrous Breeches. 
^»r. New Raskak ! Kaf, Will yoa be gone. Slr^ 
Ana, Avoid, Satan. 
Thou art not of the Light. That RufTof Pride, 
Aboat thy Nedc» betrays thee : 'and is the fame 
With that which the unclean Birds^ in fi'oeniyfg*oen^ 
Were istti to prank it with, on divers Coalh. 
Thou lookfl like AnH-ebrift, in the lewd Hat. 

Sur. I muft give way. Kaf, Begone> Sir. Sur. Bat 111 
take 
A courfe with jovi^^Ana. Depart, proud Spmijh Fiend 
Sur. Captain, and J>o&at^Ana. Child of Perdkioa 
Kaf. Hence, Sir. 
Did I not quarrel bravely ? Fac. Yes, indeed, Sir* 
Kaf. Nay, an* I give my mind to't, I (hall dot^ 
Fac, O, yon muft follow. Sir, and threaten him came^ 
He'll turn again eUe. Kaf I'll return him then. 

Fac. Drugger^ this Rogue prevented us, for thee : 
We had determined that thou moukl^ ha*^ come. 
In a Spanifi Suit, and hit' carry'd her fo $ and he 
A brokerly Slave, goes, puts it on himfelf. 
Haft'brought the Damask ? Drtt. Yes, Sir. Foe. t^oii 

muft borrow^ 
A Spanijh Suit. Haft thou no credit with the Players ? 
Dru. Yes, Sir : did you never fee me pky the Fool I 
Fac. I know not. Nab : thou £halt, if I can help k^ 
Bieronomfz old Cloak, Ruff, and Hat will ferve^ 

[Subtle batb fwhi/pered tvttb bim tbis *1hbile^ 
I'll- tell thee more when thou bring'ft 'cm. Ana^ Sir, 

I know 
The Spaniardhsktei the Bretbr»th ^nd hath Spiei 
Upon their Adions : and that this was one 
i make no fcroplc. Bnt the boly S^od 

Have 
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Have been in Prayer, and Meditation for it. 

And 'tis reveal*d no lefs to them tlian me. 

That calling of Money is mod lawful. Su6* True : 

But here I cannot do it ; if the Houfe 

Should chance to be fufpe&ed, all would oat^ 

And we be lockM up in the To^wer for ever, 

^o make Gold there (for th' State) never coo^e out t 

And then are ytfu defeated, jf/ia. I will tell 

This to the Elders^ and the weaker Brethren, 

That the whole Company of the Separation 

May |oin in humble Prayer again. (Sub. And Failing) 

Ana. Yea, for fome fitter Place. The Peace of Mind 
Reft with thefe Walb. Sub, Thanks, courteous Ananias^ 

Fat» What did he come for? Sub. About cafting^ 
DoUers, 
Prefently out of hand. And fo I told him^ 
A Spantfi? Minifter came here to Spie, 
Againft the faithful-— ^-Fisr. I conceive. Come Su^t/tg 
Thpu art fo down upon the leaft Difafter f 
How wouldft tho' ha* done, if I had not helpt thee out f 

Sub, I thank thee, Face, for the angry Boy, i-faith. 

Fac- Who would ha' lookt it fhould ha' been that 
RaskaL 
Surfy f He had dy'd his Beard and all. Well, Sir, 
Here's Damask come to make you a Suit. Suhi 
Where's Driver f 

Fac, He's gone to borrow me a Spanijb Habit ; 
ni be the County now. Sub, But where's the Widow f 

Fa€, Within, with my Lord's Siller : Madam Dol 
Is entertaining her. Sub, By your favour. Face, 
tiow (he is honed I will ftand agaih. 

Fac, You will not offer it ? Sub. Why I Fac. SUnd 
to your Word 

Or here comes Dol, She knows— ^«3. Yo'are 

tyrannous ftill. , 

Fac, Stria for my Right. How now, Do/f Haft'tdd 
her, 
1^ Sfanij^ Count Will CQjne ? DfiL Yesi but another 
k come. 

Yoik 
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You Bttle look'd for ! Fac. Who's that ? Dol. Your 

Mailer : 
TheMaftcr of the Hbufc. Suh. How, Dol. Fac. 8hclie», 
This is fome Trick. Come, leave your Qoiblins^ Do* 
rothtt, 
DoL Look oat and fee. Sub, Art thott in earneft I 
Dol. 'Siight. 
Forty o' the Neighbours are about him, talkfng. 
Fac. 'Tis he, by this good Day. Dol. Twill prove 
ill Day 
For fome on us. Fae» We arc undone, and taken. 
Dol. Loft, r» afraid. Sub. You &id he would not 
come. 

While there died one a Week, within the Liberties* 
Fac. No : 'twas within the Walls. Sub. Was't fo! 
Cry'you mercy. 
I thought the Liberties. What ihall we do now, Faa f^ 

^ Fac. Be iilent : not a word, if he call or -knocks 
ril into mine old Ihape again and meet him, 
Ot Jeremy, the Buder. V the mean time. 
Do you two pack up all the Goods, and purchafe, 
TW we can carry i' the two Trunks. Til keep hini 
Oft for to Day, if I cannot longer : and then 
At Night, rjl ihip you both away to Rafclif, 
Where we*ll meet to Morrow, and there well ihare* 
Let Mamman\ Brafs and Pewter keep the Cellar ; 
We'll have another time for that. But, Dol, 
*Pr'y thee go heat a little Water quickly. 
Subtle muft fhave me. All my Captain's Beard 
Muft off, to make me appear fmooth Jeremy. 
You'll do't ? Sub. Yes, I'll Ihave you, as well as I can*- 

Fof. And not cut my Throat, but trim mef 5»i. Yoa 
ftall fee. Sir, 
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ACTV. SCENE I. 

Love'Wit^ Neighbours, 

tov. TTAS there been fuch refort, fay you? NeL il 
jn I>aily, Sir. 

Net, 2. And Nightly, too.. Net, 3. I, (omc as brave 

as Lords. 
Net, 4. Ladies, atid Gentlewomen. Net. 5, Citi* 

zens Wives. 
Net, I. And Knights. Net. 6. In Coaches. 
Net. 2. Yes, and Oy iter- women. 
Net, I. Befide other Gallants. Net. ^, Sailors Wivej; 
Nej, 4. Tobacco-men, Net, J. Another Pimlico ! 
• IV1;. What fliould my Knave advance; 
To draw this Company? He huhg out no Banners- 
Cf a ftrange Calf, with five Legs, to. be feeh ? 
Or a,h»ge Lobfter, with fix Claws? Net. 6.. No, Sfr^ 
NeL 3. We had gone in then, Sir. Lo'v, He has no Gift 
Of teaching i' the Nofe,. that e'er I knew of. 
You faw no Bills let up that promised Cure 
Of Agues, or theTooth-ach ? Net, 2. No fuch thing, Suv- 
Lonf. Nor heard a Drum ilrook, for Baboons^ 0]^ 

• Puppets ? 
Net. 5. Neither, Sir. 

Lov, What Device ihould he bring forth nowf 
I love a teeming Wit as I love my Nouri(hment : 
•pray God he ha' not kept fuch open Houfe, 
That he hath fold my Hangings, and my Bedding r 
I left him nothing elfe : If he have eat 'cm, 
A Plague o' the Mouth, fay I : Sure he lias got 
Some bawdy Fixtures, to call this ging; 

The 



^he Alchemist. $I 

The Frier^ and the Nun ; or the new Motion 

Of the Knights Courfes, covering the Parfons Mare i 

The Boy of fix Year old, with the great Thing : 

Oft may be, he hat the Fleas that run at Tilt». 

Upon a Table, or fome Dog to dance ? 

When fa w you hi n?? Net. i. Who, Sir, Jerenp/% 

Net. 2. Jer/my Butler} 
y/e faw him not this Month. Lo<v, How I 
J^eis ii. *Notitfefe five. Weeks, Sir. 
• Net: 6."Tfiefefil Weeks', at the Icaft. 
Zpv. Yo' amaze me. Neighbors !,., 
Net. 5. Sure, "if your Worfhip know not where he h^ 
JHe's ilipt away. Net. 6. Pray G04, *he be not made 
away. {H/^Anbcks^ 

Lov. Ha ? It's no time to queilic^n, then. Net. ^ 
About 
Some three Weeks fince, I heard a doleful Cry, - ' 
As I fate up, a mending my Wives Stockings. 
Lov. This's ilrange ! that none^will anfwer ! 
Didft thou hear ' ,^. 

A Cry, faiftthou> Net. 6. Yes, Sir, like unto ar^!&^ 
^^hat had been flrangled an Hour, and. could not'1i^eak» 
**' }^eJ. t. I heard it too, juft this I)ay three Weeks, at 

Two o* Clock 
^l^cxt Morning. Lo*u. Thefe be Miracles, or you make 

*emfo? . ., - / 

'A Man an Hoar ilrangled, and could not fpeak. 
And both you heard him cry ? Net. 3. Ye8> downw.ard, 
Sir. 
Lqv. Thou art a wife Fellow : Give me thy Hand| 
^ frzy thee. 
What Trade art thou on ? 
Net. 3. A Smith, an't pleafe your Worlhip. 
Lov. A Smith > Then lend me thy help to get this 

Door open. 
Net. 3 . That I will prefently , Sir, but fetch my Tools— 
NiL I. Sir, beft to knock again, afore you break it. 

S C E N El. 
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SCENE II. 

« 

Lovi-wit, Fsce, Neigbhturs. 

L$v. I will Fac. What mean you. Sir? Na. i^z^^i 

O, here's Jeremy ! 
Tac, Good, Sir, come from the Door. 
Lonf, Whvl what's the matter ? 
Fac. Yet farther, you are too near yet. 
Lo*v. T the name of Wonder ! What means the Fel* 

low ? 
Fac. ThcHoufe, Sir, has been viiited. (ther* 

Lov. What? with the Plague? fland thoa then far- 
Ear.. No, Sir, I had it not. Lov. Who had it then? 1 left 
None elfe, but thee, i' the Houfe I Fac. Yes, Sir, m/ 

Fellow, 
The Cat, that kept the Buttery, had it on her 
A Week before I fpied it : but I got her , . 

Convey'd away, i' the Night. And fo I fliut 

The Houfe up for a Month 

Lav, How ! Fac. Purpofing then, Sir, 
T'have burnt Rofe«vinegar, Treacle, and Tar, 
A nd ha' made it fweet, that you fhould ne'er ha' known ft; 
Becaufe I knew the News would but afflid you. Sir. 
Lov* Breathe lefs, and farther off. Why this !• 
ftranger ! 
The Neighbours tell me all, here, that the Doon 
Have dill been open — Fac, How, Sir ! 

L9v» Gallants, Men, and Women, 
And of all forts, tag-rag, been feen to flock here 
In threaves, thefe ten Weeks, as to a fecond Hogs-denl 
In Diys of Pimlico, and Eye-hrigbt ! Fac. Sir. 
Their Wifdoms will not fay fo \ Lov. To Day, they fpeafc 
Of Coaches, and Gallants ; one in a Frencb-hoodi, 
Went in, they tell me : and another was feen 
In a Velvet Gown at the Window ! divers more 
Pafs in and out ! Fac. They did pafs thro' the Boors then,; 
Or Walls, I afTure their Eye- fights, and their Spedtades; 
For here, Sir, are the Keys : and here have been» 

In 
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In this my Pocket, now above twenty Days! 

And for before, I kept the Fort alone there. 

Bat that Ms yet not deep i*the Afternoon, 

I {hould believe my Neighbours had feen doubte 

Thro* the black-pot, and made thefe Apparitions! 

For, on my Faith to your Worfliip, for thefe three Weeks^ 

And upwards, the Door has not been open'd. Lov» drange ! 

Net, Good faith, I think I(aw a Coach ! Net. 2. And 
I too, 
rd ha' been (worn! Lo*v, Do you but think it now? 
And but one Coach ! Net. 4. We cannot tell. Sir : Jtnmy 
Js a very honeft Fellow. Fac. Did you fee me at all ? 

Wt* I* No;thatwearefurecoi. Neu 2. Til befwom 
-" o'that. 

Lov. Fine Rogues to have your Teilimonite built on f 

liJei, 3. Uyeremy come } Net. i. O, ye^, younuy 
leave your Toob, 
We were dcceiv'd, he fays. Net, 2 . He has had the Keys : 
And the Door has been (hut thefe three Weeks. iV>/. 3 . Like 
enough. 

Ztfv. Peace, and get hence, you Changelings* Fac» 
Surly come! 
And Mammon made acquainted ? TheyMl tell all. 
(How ihall I beat them oflf? What fhall I do [} 
r^othing*8 more wretched than a guilty Confcience* 

SCENE IIL 

Surly ^ Mammon^ Love^wtt^ Face^ Neigihours^ K^firilp 
AnaniaSy tribulation^ Dapper y Subtle* 

Sur. No, Sir, he was a great Phyiician. This, 
It was no Bawdy-houfe : but a meer ChanceL 
You knew the Lord, and his Sifler. Mam, Nay, good Surly. 
Sur. The happy Word,-ff ^ Rich-Mam. Play not theTy ran- 

Smr. Should be to day pronouncM to all your Friends. 




Doors^ 

Methinks ! 
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Me-thinks ! Sur. I now 'tis Holy-4ax with him. 

Mam, Kogues, 
Cozeners, Impo^rs^ Bawds. Fac. What qiean yonj 
Sir? ^ [Mammon a»/Surly imci. 

Mam, To enter if we can. Fac. Another Man*^ 
Houfe? 
Here is the Owner, Sin Turn you to him. 
And fpeak your Bufmeg. Mam, Are you^Sir, the Owner ? 

Lov, Yes, Sir. 

Mam, And are thofe Knaves within your Cheaters ? . 

Lov, What Knaves, what Cheaters ? Mam. SubtU 
and his Lungs. 

Fac. The Gentleman is diflradied. Sir ? No Lungs, 
Nor Lights ha' beenfcen here thefe three Weeks, Sir, 
Within thefe Doors, upon my Wordt Sur. Your Word, 
Groom arrogant ? Fac, Yes, Sir, I am the Houfe-keeper^ 
And know the Keys ha' not been outo' my Hands. 

Sur. This's a new Face. 

Fac, You do miilake the Houfe, Sir ! 
What Sign was't at? Sur. You Raskal ! This is one 
O' the Confederacy. Come, let's get Officers, 
And force the Door. Lov. 'Pray you iUy, Gentlemen. 

Sur, No, Sir, we'll come with warrant. 

Mam, I, and then 
We ihall ha' your Doors q>en« Lov. What means this f 

Fac. I cannot tell. Sir. 

Net. I. Thefe are two o' the Gallant^,' 
That we do think we faw. Fac, Two of the Fools f 
You talk as idi^ as they. Good-faith, Sir, 
I think the Moon has cras'd 'em all ! (O me. 
The angry Boy come too ? He'll make a noife. 
And ne'er away till he havebetray'd us all.) 

Kaf, What Rogues, Bawds, Slaves, you'll open the 
Door anon, ^ [Kaflril knocks. 

Punk, Cockatrice, my Sufter. By this light ' 
I'll fetch the Marfhal to you. You are a Whore, 
To keep your Caftle ■ 

Fac. Who would you fpeak with,'i Sir ? 
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Ka/. The Bawdy Doftor, and the cozening Captain, 
And Pus my Sufter, Lov. This is fomething, fure ! ^ 
" Fac, Upon my trull, the Doors were never open. Sir, 

Kaf, I haVfc heard all their Tricks told me .twice ovqr. 
By the fat Koight, and the lean Gentleman. 

JjOv, Here comes another. Fac. Jnanias too ^ 
And his Paftorf Tri. The Doors are fhut againft us. 

[They heat too at the Door* 

Ana, Come forth, you Seed of Sulphur, Sons of Fire, 
Your ftench is broke forth : Abomination 
Is in the Houfe. Kaf, I, mj Sufter s there. Ana, The 

Place, 
It is become a Cage of unclean Birds. 

Kaf, Yes, I will fetch the Scavenger^ and the C(m« 
ftable. 
.J ^ru You fhall do well. 

Ana. We'll join to weed them out. 

Kaf» You will not come then r Punk, device my Sufter { 

Ana, Call her not Siller. She'« a Harlot^ verily. 

Kaf, V\\ raife the Street. 

Lov, Good Gentlemen, a Word. 
. Ana, Satan avoid, and hinder not our Zeal* 

Lov, The World's turn'd B^fltm, 

Fac, Thefe are all broke loofe. 
Out of St. Katbernesy where they ufc to keep 
The better fort of Mad- folks. Net, i . All thefe Pcrfims 
We faw.go in and out here. Net. 2, Yes, indeed. Sir. 

Net, 3. Thefe were the Parties. Fac, Peace, you 
Drunkards, Sir, 
I wonder at it ! Pleafe you to give me leave 
To touch the Door, I'll try an* the I^ock be chang'd. 

Lov, It mazes me! Fac, Good &ith. Sir, I believe 
There's no fuch thing. 'Tis all deceptio vi/us. 
Would I could get him away. [Dapper cries out luithin. 

Dap. MaHer Captain, Mailer Dodor. Lov, Who's that ? 

Fac, (Our Clerk within, th^t I forgqt I ) Iknow not, Sir. 

Dap, For God's fake, when will her Gra.cq beat leifure ? 

Fac. Ha J 

Illulions^ 
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IJlufion?, fome Spirit o' the Air : (his Gag is melted, 
And now he fets out the Throat.) Daf. rmalmoft ftifled— 

Fac. (Would you were altogether.) 

Lcfv. 'Tis r the Houfe. 
Ha I Lift. Fac. BeHeve it. Sir, i' the Air f 

Lov. Peace, you — 

Dap, Mine Aunts Grace does not ufe me wellJ 

Sub, You Fool, 
Peace, you mar all. ^ 

Fac. Or you will elfe, you Rogue. 

Lq^, O, is it fo? Then you converfe with Spirits f 
Come Sir. No more o' your Tricks, good Jeremy, 
The truth, the fhortcft way. Fac, Difmifs' this Rabblc,Sir. 
What fhall I do ? I am catch'd. 

Lov. Good Neighbours, > 

I thank you all. Vou may depart. Come, Sir. V 

You know that I am an indulgent Mailer : 
Ajod therefore conceal nothing. What's your Med'cine^ 
To draw fo many fevcral forts of wild Fowl ? 

Fac. Sir, you were wont to afFeft Mirth and Wit: 
(But here's iio place to talk on't i' the Street.) 
Give me but leave to make the beft of my Fortune, *" 

And only pardon me the Abufe of your Houfe: 
It's all I beg. I'll help you to a Widow, 
In recompence, that you (hall give me Thanks for. 
Will make you feven Years younger, and a rich one. 
•Tis but your putting on a SpaniM Cloak. 
I have her within. You need not fear the Houfe, * 
It was not vifited. Lov. But by me, who came 
Sooner than you expeded. Fac. It is true. Sir. 
•Pray you forgive me. 

Lev. Let's fee your Widow. 

SCENE IV. 

Suithf face. Dapper, DoL 

Sui. How! ha* you eaten your Gag? 
Dap. Yes faith, it crumbled 
Away r my Mouth* Sui» 
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Suh. You hi fpoird all then. Dap. No. , 
I ^ope my Aoac of F/i£r;p will foreive me. 

5»j. Yoar Aunf s a |;racioiis Lady : but in troth 
Yau were to bUwe. Dap. The fame did orer-come 

me. 
And I did do't to flay my StCBpf^ach. Tray yoa 
So fatidfie her Grace. Here fipmes the Captain. 

fac. How now ! Is hU Mouth down ? 

^. I ! he has fpoken ! 

Fac. (A Pox, I beard hifli, and you too.) He*sundene 
thqp. 
(I have been fain to fay, the Houfc is haanCed 
With Spirits^ to l^eep Churls back. 

Sub, And haft thou done it ? 

Fac, $ure, for this night. 

Sub. Why, then triumph and iing 
Of Face fo famous, tihe ^edoas Kipg 
Of preij^Qt wits. Fac, Did you not hear the coil. 
About the Door ? Sub. Yes, and I dwindled with it.) 

Fac, Shew him his Aunt, and let him be difpatch'd : 
m fend her to you. Sub. Well Sir, your Aunt her Grace, 
WiU^gixe you Aiyiience profently, on my fute, 
And the Captain's word, that you did not eat your Gag 
Id any Conieaapt of her U^bnefe. 

Dap, Not I, in troth. Sir. 

[Dol like th€ ^eenoffzirf. 

Sub, Here ibe is come. Down o* your Kjiees a^ 
wi|g^: 
She has a (lately Prefenoe. Good. Yet nearer 
Axd bid, God fiive you. Dap. Madam. 

Sub, And your Aunt. 

Dap, And my moft graci(»is Aunt^ God fare your 
Grscf. 

Dol, Nephew, we thought to have be^n angry with 
yen: 
But that fweet Faj:e of ypurs hath turn'd the Tide, 
And made it flow with Joy, that ebb'd of Love. 
Arife, and touch our Velvet Gown. Sub. The Skirts, 

£ And 
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A«d kifs *em. So. Dol. Let me now ilroke that Head. 
Much, Nephe<w, Jhalt thou luin i muchjhalt thoujpendi 
Much Jhalt tbou gi*ve a'way \ miub Jhalt thou lend. 

Sub, (I, much indeed.) WJiy do you not thank her 
Grace ? 

Vap, I cannot fpeak for joy, 

Sub. See, the kin4 wretch I 
Your Graces Kinfman right. DoL Give me the Bird. 
Here is your Fly in a Purfe, about your Neck, Coufin, 
Wear it, and feed it about this Day fev'night. 
On your richt Wrift— Sir*. Open a Vein with a Pin, 
And let fuck but once a week : till then. 
You muft not look on^t. Dol. No: AndKinfman, 
Bear younielf worthy of the Blood you come on. 

Sub. Her Grace would ha* you eat no more IFcol/ack 
Pics, 
Nor Dagger Frume'cy. Dol. Nor break his faftj 
In Hean/tn and Hell. Sub. She*s with you every where ! 
Nor play with CoHar-mongers, at mum- chance y tray trip. 
Cod make you rich, (when as your Aunt has done it:} 

but keep 
The eallant'd Company, and the beft Games«— Dap. 
Yes, Sir. 

SiJf. GUek and Primero : and what you get, be true 
to us. 

Dap. By this Hand, I will. 

Sub. You vcAiy bring^s athoufand Pound 
Before to morrow night, (if but three thouiand 
Be flirring] an* you will. Dap, I fwear, I will then. 

Sub. io\xt Grace will command him no more Duties ? 

DoL No: 
But come, and fee me oflen. I may chance 
To leave him three or four hundred Chefls of Treafure, 
Add fome twelve thouiand Acres of Fairy Land, 
If he game well, and comely with good Gameilers. 

Sub. There's a kind Aunt? kifs her departing part. 
But you mud fell your forty Mark a Year, now. 

Dap. I, Sir. I mean. Sub. Or, gi't away : Pox on't. 

Daf, 
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Dap. ril grt mine Aunt. I'll go and fetch the 
Writings. 

Suh. 'Tis well, away. Far. Where's SuMer 

Sub, Here. What News ? 

Fac. Drugger is at the Door , go take his Sutc, 
And bid him fetch- a Parfon, prefently; 
Say> he (hall marry the Widow. Thou (halt fpend 
A hundred Pound by the fervice ! Now Queen Dol, 
Ha' you pack'd op all ? Dol. Yes. And how do you like 
The Lady PPiant ? Dol A good dull innocent. 

SuB. Here's your Hietvnimo's Cloke, and Har, 

Fac. Give me 'em. Sub. And the RufF too ? 

Fac. Yesy FJl come to you prefently. 

Suh. Now he is gone about his Proje6l, Doi, 
I told you of, for the Widow. Dol, 'Tis dired 
Againft our Articles. Sub. Well, we'll fit him, wench. 
Haft tjiou guU'd her of her Jewels, or her Bracelets I 

Dol No, but I will do't. Sub. Soon at Night, my 
Doll^, 
When we are (hipt, and all oar Goods aboard, 
Eaft-ward for Hat cliff i we will turn our courfe 
To Brainford, weft ward, if thou faxft the word, . 
And take our leaves of this o'er- weening Raskal, 
This peremptory Jiiff. Dol Content, I am weary of 

him. 
Sub. Thou haft caufe, when the (lave will run a 
wiving, Dol, 
Againft the Inflrument that was drawn between us. 
Dol. I'll pluck his Bird as bare as. I can. Sub. Yes» 
tell her,. 
She maft by any means addrefs fome Prefent 
To th' cunning Man ; make him amends for wrong- 
ing 
His art with her Sufpiciqp ; fend a Ring, 
Or Chain of Pearl; flie will be tortur'd t\£t 
Extremely in her fleep» fay: and ha' ftrange*things 
Come to her. Wilt thou ? DoL Yes. Sub. My fine 
flitter-mooie, 

E 2 My 
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My Bird o* the night : we*}l tickle it at the fige9ns. 
When we have ai], and may unlock the Trunks, 
And fay, this*s mine, and thine ; and thine and mine. 

\Th^ ki/s. 
Fdc, What n<5w, a Billing ? ^uh. Yes, a little ciraited 
In the good PafTageofour Stock affairs. 
Fdc. Drugger has brought his Parfon ; take him iOy 
Subtigy 
And fend Nab back again to wafli his Pace. 
Suh. I will : and ihave himfelf. Fac. If you can get 

him* 
DoL You are hot upon it, face, what e'er it is ! 
Fac, A trick that Z)«/fhallfpendTen Pbunda Month 
by. 
Is he gone ? Sui. The Chaplain waits you i' the Hall:^ 
' Sir. 
Fac. I'll go beflow him. Do/, He'll now many her, 

inftantly. 
Sub, He cannot, yet he is not ready. Dear Db/, 
Cozen her all thou canft. To deceive him 
Is no deceit, but Jaftice, that would breaffc 
Such an inextricable tye as (Stirs was. 
Do/. Let. me alone to fit him. Fac. Cditie, mf 
ventures, 
You ha' packt up all ? Where be the Trunks ? Britig forth. 
Sub. Here. JP^ar. Let's fee 'em. Where's the Money > 
Sub. Here. 
The Bretbrenf money, this, Dru^ifs and Dappers, 
What Paper*s Chat ? Do/, The Jewel of the waiting Maid's, 
That Hole it from her Lady, to know certaift^^*— 
Fac. Ifflie ftiould have Precedence of her Miftris? 

Do/. Yes. 

Fac. What Box is that \ Sub. The Fifh-wifes Rings> 
I think. 
And th' Alp wives fmgle money. Is't not Do/^ 

Do/. Yes : and the whi(!le, tJiaf the Sailor's Wife 
Jrought you to know an* her Hosbafid were with IFard, 
Fac, We'll wet k te morrow : and oar Silver-beakers, 

And 
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Aod Tavern Cupi . Where be the French Petticoats, 
And Girdles> and Hangers? Stdt. Here i* the Trunk, 
And the Bolts of Lawn. Fac. UDruggers Damask there I 
And the Toiacco ? Sui. Yes. Fac. Give roe the Keys* 
Do/. Why you the Keys ! Sut, No matter. Do/ : 
becaufe 
We fhall not open *em, before he comes. 

Fac. 'Tis true, you (hall not open them, indeed : 
Nor have *em forth. Do you fee f Not forth. Do/ Di/. 
No! 
Fac. No, my fmock-rampant. The right is my Mailer 
Knows all, haspardon*d me, and he wlli keep 'em ; 
Do^r, 'tis tme (you look) for all your Figures: 
I fent for him, indeed. Wherefore, good Partners, 
Both he, and flie, befatisfied: for here 
Determines the Indtnture tripartite^ 
*Twixt Suht/e, Bo/ and Face. All I can do 
Is to help you over the Wall, o* the back fide; 
Or lend you a ^eet to fave your Velvet Gown, Do/. 
Here will be Officers prefcntly, bethink you, 
Offome courfe faddainly to fcape the Ek)ck : 
For thither you'll come elfe. Hark you. Thunder. 

[Some knocki 
Stih, You are a precious Fiend ! Off. Open the Door. 
Fac. Do/f I am forry for theei* faith. But beared thou? 
It fhall go hard, but I will place thee fomewhere : 
Thoufhalc ha' my ^Letter to Miftris Amo, Do/, Hang 
you— 
Fac. Or Madam Cajarean. Do/. Pox upon you,. 
Rogue, 
Would I had but time to beat thee. Fac. Subt/e^ 
Let's know where yoa fet up next : 1*11 fend you 
A Cuflomer, now and then, fat old Acquaintance : 
What new courfe ha' you ? Sub. Rogue, I'U hang^.my 

felf: 
That I may walk a greater Devil than tho», 
Andhaunt thee i' theiFlockBed, andtheBtitiery.. 

E s' SCENE 
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S C E N E v. 

, Love-nvit, Officers^ Mammon^ Surly, Face, Kafirti 
Ananias, Tribulation, Drugger, Da. Pliant. 

What do yott mean, my Maften ? Mam. Open ytmt 
Door, 
Cheaters, Bawds, Conjurers. Of. Or we'll break it open. 
Leu. What Warrant have you ? Of. Warrant enough^ 
Sir, douit tnt. 
if you'll not open it. Lov. Is there an Oi&cer there ? 
Of. Yes, two or three for failing. Lov. Have but 
patience^ 
^nd I will open it flraight. Fac. Sir,, ha' you done I 
Is it a Marriage ? perfe^l ? Lov. Ves, my Brain. 
Fac. OfFwi^ your RufF, and Cloke then; be yoor 

felf. Sir. 
Sur* Down with the Door. Kaf. *Slisht>ding it open; 
Lov. Hold, 
Hold, Genttemen^ what means this violence? 
Mam. Where is this Colliar ? Sur. And my Captain 

Face f 
Mam. Theft Day-Owh. ^»r. Thatarebirding in 

Mens Purfes. 
Mam. Madam Sufpofitory, Kaf. Doxty, my Siller. 
Jna. Locttfts 
Of the foul Pit. Tri. Prophane as Se/and the Dragon. 
Jna. Worfe than the Gralhoppcrs, or the Lice of 

Egypt. 
Lon). Good Oentlemen^ hear me. Ace you Officers, 
And cannot flay this Violence ? Off. Keep the Peace. 
hQ<v. Gentlemen, what is the Matter? Whom do yop 

feek ? 
Mam. The ChimicalCoztner. Sur. And the Captain 

Pander. 
Kaf. The Nun my Sufter. Mam. Madam Rabti. 
Ana. Scorpions, 
AndCdterpilkrs. Lov. Fewer at x)nce> I pray you. 

Off. 
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Off, One after another. Gentlemen^ I charge you» 
By virtue of my ftafF— — Ana. They are the veflcfe 
OfPride, Lufl, and the Cart. Ltf<v. Good Zeal, liefUlf 
A little while. TrL Peace, Deacon Ananias, * 

Zd<if. The Houfe is mine htxt, and the Doors are 
open: 
If there be any fack Pierfons yon feek for, 
Ufe yonr Aathority, fearch on o* God*3 Name. 
I am but newly come to Town, and finding ' • 
This tumult 'bout my Door (to tcil you true) 
It fomewhat mazM me ; till my Man, here, (fearing 
My more difpleafurc) told me he had done ^ 

Somewhat an hifolem part, let out my Houfe 
(Belike, prefuming on my known averfion 
From any Air o' the Town, while there was SicknefsJ 
To a Dodtor, and a Captain : who, what they are 
Or where they be, he knows not. Mam. Are they gone f 

Lo^, You may go hi and fearch. Sir. Here, I fix^i 
The empty walls worTe than I left 'em, finok'd 
A few cracked Pots, and Glafles, and a Furnace ;. 
The Ceiling filPd with Poefies of the Candle : 
And, Madam, with a D/A/0, writ o* the Walls 
Only one Gentlewoman, I met h^re. 
That is wkhin, that faid fhe was a Widow-^— . 

Kaf. I, that's my Suiler. I'll go thump litr, WJkcre 
is ihe ? 

Lov, And fhould ha' married a Spanijh Count but W 
When he came to't, neglefted her fo grofly, ' ^ 

That I, a widower, am gone through with her. 

Sur, How ! Have I loft her then ? 

Lov. Were you the Don,. Sir ? 
Good faith, now, fhe do's blame yo^extreamly,andiav» 
You fworc, and told her, you had tane the paina 
To 6yc your Beard, and umbre o'er your Face 
Borrow'd a Sute, and RufFall for her love; - 
And then did nothing. What an Over-figh^ ^ 
And want of putting forward, Sir, was this J ' " 

Wtll 
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Well fere an old Harqucbuzicr, yet, 

Could prime his Powder, and give fire, and hit. 

All in a twinckling. Mam, The whole neil are fled t 

Zw. What fort of Birds were they ? 

[Mammon comes firth: 

Mam, A kind of Choughs, 
Or thievilh. Daws, Sir, that have pickt my Purfe 
Of eight-fcore and ten pounds, within thefefive Weeks, 
Beiide my £tfl Materials ; and my Goods, 
That lie i' the Cellar ; which I am glad they ha* left. 
I may have home yet. Z.0<i;. Think yOu fo, Sir i Mam,!. 

Lov, By order of Law, Sir, but not otherwife. 

Mam. Not mine own ftuiF? Lon/. Sir, I can take no 
knowledge. 
That they are yours but by publick means. 
If you can bring Certificate, that you were guird of 



*fem,, 



Or any formal Writ out of a Court, 

That you did cozen your felf, 1 will not ho'd them. 

Mam. rU rather lofe 'em.. Lo*u. That you^ (hall not. 
Sir, 
By mei in troth. Upoathcfe terms they are yours. 
^What ihould they ha' been. Sir, turn'd into Gold all ? 
^ Mam. No. 
I cannot tell. It may be they Ihould. What then ; 

iov. What a great lofs in hope have you fuftained I' 

Mam. Not I, the Commonwealth has. Fac. I, h^ would 
ha' built 
The City new; and made a Ditch about it 
Of Silver, fhould have run with Cream from Hcg/den^ 
That every Sunday in Moerfields, the younkers. 
And tits, and tom-boys (hould have fed on, gratis. . 

Mam. I. will go mount a Turhip cart, and preach 
The. end o' the world, within thtfe two months. Sur^^. 
What ! in a dream ? Sur. Muft I needs cheat my felf. 
With that foolilh vice of Honefly f 
Come, let us go, and hearken out the Rogues; 
That Face V^ mark for mine, if e'er I m«et him. 
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Fac. If I can bear ci hkiv Sir, Til bring ym word 
tJnto your Lodghip ; for in tfoth, they were ihangers 
To me^ I thoughc *«iii hoasR, as my felf, Sir. 

[Tbey comtfirtH 

Tri. Tis wel]> the Saints fliall Mi lole all yet Go^ 
And get (bme C^t» -»^ I«<z^. For what, my zealoas 
Ffiends ? 

^«^7. To bear away the portioQ of the righteous 
Out of tAit Den of Thieves^ Lov, What is that portion ? 

Jna. The Goodt^ f^metiiiies the Orphans, that the 
Brethrin 
Booght with their Silver Pence. lov. What, thofe i' the 

Cctiar, 
The Knight Sir Mammon claims ? Ana. I dodefie 
The wiek^d Mamm&n^ (b^do ftH the hretbren^ 
Thou prophane Man, I ask thee, with what confcience 
Thou eamU: a^anee that Iddi agamft us. 
That have the Seal ? Were not the Shillings nmnbred. 
That mad^ the Foancb ? Were not the Pounds told out^ 
Upoi^ the fecond day of the fourth week. 
In the eight month, upon the Table ddrmant. 
The Yew df tt* larft patience of the Saints^ 
Six hundred and ten f 

Lo^u. Mine ear«eft vehement Botcher,. 
Aftd d^tff (^» alfe, I cannot diijpme with you. 
But if yott get you not away the rocxMr, 
I ihall cOnrare you with a Cudgel. Ana, Str. 

Tr/. Be patient, Ananias, Ana, I am ftrong. 
And will fiand up, well girt, againfl an Hof^, 
Th«c fhvcatett Gad in exile. lo*v, I (hall fend you 
To Amfterdam to your Cellar. Ana, I will pray there^ 
Agmnft thy Houfe : may Dogs defile thy Walls, 
And Wafps, and Hornets bre^ beneath thy Roof, 
This feait of fallhood, and this cave of coz'nage. 

Lev. Another too ? Dru, Not I Sii-, I am n^ Brother; 
[Dragger enters, and be beats bim anaet^i- 

*L9v. Away yon Harry Nicboht^ do you talk ! 

Faci No, this was Abel Drugger. Good Sir, Go. 

[Tfl tbe Parfonl 
And 
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And fatisfie him ; tell him, all is done: 
He ilaid too long a wafhing of his Face. 
The Doaor, he (hall hear of him at Wiftchefter ; 
And of the Captain, tell him, at Tarmouth, or 
Some good Port-town eire> lying for a wind. 
If you get oflF the angry Child, now. Sir 

JCa/1 Come on, you yew, you have match'd moft 

fweetly, ha* you not J 

[To his Sifter; 

Did not I fay, I would never ha* you tupt 
But by a dubbM Boy, to make you a Lady Tom ? 
'Slight, you arc a Mammct I O I could toufc you, mwr. 
Death, roun'you marry with a Pox ? Lov. You lye. 

Boys 
As found as you : and I am afore-hand with yo^. Kaf. 
Anon? \ 

Lov, Come, will you quarrel ? I will fcize you. Sir- 
rah. 
Why do you not buckle to your Tools? Kaf. Gods 

light? 
This IS a nne old Boy, as ere I faw f 

Lon;. What, do you change your Copy, now ? Pro^ 
ceed. 
Here (lands, my Dove : ftoop at her if you dare. 

Kaf. 'Slight, I muft love him ! I cannot chufc i'faith I 
And I (hould be hang'd for't. Sufter, I proteft, 
I honour thee for this match. Lov. O, do yo» ioy Sir* 
Ka/, Yes, an'thou canft take Tobacco, and drink old 

Boy, 
ni give her iivt hundred Pound more to her marriage. 
Than her own State, lo'v. Fill aPipe-full, Jeremy. 

lac. Yes, but go in, and take it. Sir. £(W. We wilL 
I will be rul'd by thee in any thing, Jeremy. 

Kaf. 'Slight thou art not hide bound ! thou art a 
Jo'vy Boy ! 
Come let^s in, I pry'thee, and take our whiiFs. 
lov. WhifF in with your Sifter, brother Boy. That 

Mailer _^ 

That 
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In fuch a Widow, and with {o much WcaJth 

Were very ungrateful, if he would not be ' 

A little indulgent to that Servants wit. 

And help hi. Fortune, though with fome fnull Ibik 

Of h,. own Candor. Therefore, GentlernS. 

And krnd SpeSaton, if I have outHript ' 

An old Man', gravity, or MS Canon, 'ihint 

What a young W,fc, and a good Brain „,„ j„ , 

Sitretch ages troth fometimes, and crack it too ' 

^P^ '"^ feU.Knave. fir. So I wUl, Sil ; Gnfl^ 

My part a little fell in tBta lafl Scttitt 
Yet 'twa» Jtr^itm. And though I an, dean 
Go.offfro,i,S,i,4, S„ft, mL,,™™" 
Wot Ananias, Dapptr, Druggir, all 
With whom I traded ; yet 1 put my felf 
wk-Tr l^" "' "*' ^"""7 : »nd this Petf. 
Which I have got, ,f you do qoit mc, rrft. 
10 feaft yoB often, and mWw new Guelb., 

THE END, 
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